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SUMMER OBSESSION 


COLTON 


Volunteering on surf patrol during the summer, working on 
my tan and surrounded by beautiful women? 


Yeah, right. A sea of pretenders is more accurate. 


I enjoy the weekdays best, when I have the beach to myself, 
but for all the warmth and sun of the season, my life feels 
cold and empty. 


I’ve got the so-called perfect life but there’s a void in my 
life, a void I know will be filled once she comes along. 


Everything has its price, and there’s always more than one 
set of hands waiting to take away what we’ve just been 
given, even if it’s the hand of fate. 


But not this time. 


I’ve found my queen and I’m not about to let her go a 
second time once fate shows its hand. 


Not on my watch. 


JAYDEE 


I’m glad I have my camera with me. I can photograph the 
proof that such a man exists, that he’s not just out there. 


That he’s running right towards me, into my life. 


Trouble is, I’m about to run out of mine altogether if I’m not 
careful. 


Can an older guy fall hard for a younger, curvy girl like me? 


Time will tell, but I know one thing, I’ve fallen for him. 
Literally. 
*Summer Obsession is an insta-everything standalone 


instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 


Get a free, new, original story NOW by joining my mailing 
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CHAPTER ONE 


J aydee 


Frowning at my curves showing through my one piece 
bathing suit, I wrap a sarong around myself then frown 
deeper. 


Big straw hat. Big dark glasses. I may as well just dig a hole 
and bury myself in the sand, but hey. It’s a start at being 
social, actually going outdoors. 


I plan to sit outside for a few hours and get some sun. 


Most people from my year graduated and went to Europe 
for their gap year, or straight on to their internship. 


I guess I’m not most people. 


“There’s plenty of sun, sand and surf right down the road,” 
My dad lectures, always trying to get me out of the house. 
Not to be mean, but just to see me doing something social 
for once. 


“And boys,” he adds with a grin, making me roll my eyes. 
The two things I know dad wants for me more than 


anything are some friends and some fun in my life, but most 
of all a boyfriend. 


“Why don’t you take your camera? You’re so talented with 
that thing, Jaydee. Be quick though,” he adds, gulping his 
coffee once he notices the time. “It’s gonna come in nasty 
later on they reckon, so don’t get caught in that storm if you 
do go. I gotta run, sweetie. I’ll see ya tomorrow, gotta love 
these split shifts!” 


Pecking my head he dashes out for the bus to work, and I 
figure he’s right. 


Enough is enough. 
I’ve moped around for weeks, months. 


My life’s passing me by and I should really do something 
about it. I grab my SLR camera and head to the beach, 
which is a ten minute drive. 


Being a Wednesday morning, the beach isn’t exactly 
packed. Perfect for me to ease into the idea of this before 
committing to something major like a Saturday afternoon 
promenade. 


There’s dark clouds on the horizon as well, although it’s 
sunny enough still. 


But after a couple of girls in bikinis look up and down over 
their glasses at me, whisper and then chuckle to themselves 
I make a beeline for the deserted pier. 


This was a stupid idea. 


Flushed with embarrassment, I tell myself I have as much 
right to be here as anyone else, and busy myself with the 
view once I get about halfway down the pier, noticing the 
change in the breeze and some lightning on the horizon. 


My mood picks up once I realize I can get some great shots 
after all. It’s been too long since I got out on a shoot. 


Before long I forget about Malibu Barbie and her evil twin 
snickering at me from the beach and get lost in my view, in 
my one passion, photography. 


As the weather cell from the north hits the sea, I focus more 
on the beach, wishing more than anything I’d brought a 
jacket. It’s starting to get cold and very windy, but the view 
is incredible. 


Zooming in past the plastic twins, who are packing up for 
the day already, I see him. 


I nearly drop my camera when I do, but I see him. 


And the moment I do, I know that somehow my life is about 
to change. 


Forever. 


His bronzed, V-shaped torso cuts through the view, each 
muscle rippling under his tank top and very short shorts as 
he jogs through the light surf. 


His head turning quickly, as if he’s been looking in my 
direction, and I feel an instant warmth in my heart, and 
under my swimsuit between my legs. 


The breeze is now wind, and those dark clouds have turned 
black, like ink spilling from the horizon right over us within 
what feels like seconds, but I can’t let this man out of my 
sights, not for a moment. 


I want this feeling. I want the sense of excitement I get from 
looking at him. But most of all, I want some damned 
pictures as proof a man like this even exists. 


He’s stopped on the beach, surveying the sky, then bending 
to get his breath back maybe? No. He’s stretching. 


Giving me the most perfect view of his whole, delicious body 
as he does. I’ve never seen such a perfect specimen of 
manhood, and I let out a gasp, followed by a low moan once 
I focus on his manhood. A confident, thick line in his shorts 
that seems to be growing a little. 


The camera snaps like a machine gun, firing his image into 
immortality. Mine forever. The closest I’ll ever get, I figure. 


I lick my lips absently, almost rubbing my legs together 
slightly as I struggle to keep my hands steady, spying on 
him through my lens. 


Gnawing my lip, I hear my own whimpers drowned out by 
the sudden gale, which now has some warm rain in its mix. 


Something about him makes me want him. Makes me 
understand in a second what all the fuss is about. 


Makes me believe in love at first sight. 


A huge thunderclap makes me jump, but I’m determined to 
stay here, watching my man. 


His dark, brooding eyes suddenly focus in my viewfinder, 
making me swear and freeze on the spot. It’s as though he 
can see right down the lens, into my very soul, which I feel 
opening. Receptive to his powerful gaze. 


One of his thick dark brows cocks up, his head tilting 
slightly to the left as he glances to the storm before his 
bedroom eyes are on me again. 


I feel like layers of myself are coming off. Like he somehow 
understands me, knows my thoughts, even from a distance. 
I get a strong sense of déja vu, like we’ve done all this 
before and I heave a sigh of relief. 


Something, somewhere inside me telling me that I belong 
to him, that all this is going to work out. 


A sudden gust from behind me pushes me forward, and I 
watch his eyes widen, then his hand goes up as he gives out 
a cry. 


I watch my sarong flying out in front of me, then my hat and 
glasses, whipped from my body and shot straight across the 
dark water underneath. 


I gasp with embarrassment, suddenly feeling naked in front 
of him, in front of the whole world, and I instinctively reach 
out for my sarong. For my shield. My cover. 


I almost get a fingertip to the thin fabric, I take two long 
steps forward to try and reach it but then there’s suddenly 
nothing. 


Nothing under me either, and I watch the view of the 
beach, the storm and the man of the century go sideways 
for a second before the shock of the water makes me gasp 
again. 


I’m not worried so much about falling off a pier, or the fact 
that I can’t swim. Not even the lungful of salty seawater and 
seaweed I’ve just inhaled, not even my camera. 


My biggest fear is that my last thought, my last memory of 
this life is seeing him; the most perfect man alive, without 
having had the chance to meet him up close. To tell him I 
love him without even knowing his name. 


I scream a huge bubble, but everything goes black 
surprisingly fast. I feel the weight of my camera around my 
neck as I sink down into nothingness. 


Alone. 


CHAPTER TWO 


( olton 


Day off? My whole life’s one big day off. I lifeguard on the 
weekends, volunteering with the local surf club but the rest 
of the week, the beach is mine. So I tell myself. 


A storm brewing isn’t rare for this time of year, and we 
haven’t had one for some time, so I figure I should go down 
and check it out. 


Plus, I need to run. Need to take my mind off things. Forty 
this year, a fortune in inheritance, beach front property. The 
whole nine yards. 


Yet here I am, alone. 


It’s just like being a kid all over again, but the boy’s home is 
now an empty mansion and I have the grown up sense of a 
queen shaped hole in my life. 


A void. 
The life I know I’m supposed to share with someone. 


But where is she? 


God knows I’ve looked. Traveled the world, watched and 
waited for nearly half my life. But no. Never her. Just a sea 
of pretenders. 


I pass a couple as I jog through the surf, batting their eyes 
and trying to call me over for something, which I ignore 
purposefully. 


I need a real woman, someone I can love and have real 
conversations with. Someone I can spoil, make love to and... 


I feel the air leave my lungs in one gasp, like I’ve been 
punched. Like my prayers have just been answered. 


Someone I can start my own family with... Our family. 


She’s on the pier, taking photos by the looks. I see a lot of 
that on the beach, especially when there’s stormy weather. 


She’s close to a section without a rail, something I make a 
note of to report ASAP but apart from giving me a stab of 
concern, it also gives me the perfect view of her. 


Thick blond locks reach out for me from under her big 
straw hat, her curves silhouetted perfectly and making my 
dick twitch at the sight of them. 


Thick, heavy chest, childbearing hips and smooth skin that’s 
flushed with the color of the excitement in the air. As if the 
feeling she’s created in me is being spoken through the 
storm as it hits the beach. 


I think she’s watching me, but put that down to my own 
wishful thinking. 


You sound like Barbie and her evil twin back there, thinking 
the whole world exists just for you. 


But I know today, right at this moment, it does. 


It exists for nobody but us. 


I know she’s looking at me, I can feel it and I have to stretch 
some just to bend over, to try and casually contain my 
growing arousal from the sight of her. 


She lowers the camera to scan the sky, and I can see her 
whole face, Rounded, with a button nose and eyes that are 
hidden for now. Hidden behind that camera and obscured 
by distance, but eyes I vow to make shine and widen. 


Eyes I vow to watch as my hands run across her body as she 
shudders under me. 


Mine. 


I have to make her mine. I will make her mine, whatever 
the cost. 


There’s a split second, before it happens. She’s looking 
through her camera and I feel her eyes on mine. I feel mine 
connecting with hers somehow as I look to the storm then 
cock my brow. Kind of an invitation, I guess. 


It feels like I’ve been here before. Not just on the beach, 
but here, with her. Like I just know somehow that she’s 
already mine. All I have to do is claim her, which should be 
easy enough. Right? 


And then there’s that gust of wind, and she’s reaching out 
for her sarong, taking huge steps towards the edge. 


My hand goes up, I scream out to her to stop, but it’s too 
late. 


She’s gone over, and I’m already sprinting closer across the 
soft sand. Pitching myself into the surf once I’m close 
enough, I let out a growl of anger that she hasn’t come up 
yet as I see empty space every time I take air in. 


I can’t see her, and can only estimate where she went in by 
the gap in the railing on the pier. 


There’s nobody else around that I can see when I dive in, 
but it doesn’t matter. 


I’m gonna save her. I’ve got to get to her before she gets 
swept away. 


Under the water, I can feel the rip and realize how hopeless 
this is, how dangerous. But the flash of light reflecting from 
her camera's lens as it sinks down a few yards in front of 
me spurs me into action. 


The water’s thick with salt, weeds and the shadows of foam 
from the surface, but her shape in the near dark water is 
like a beacon and my hands reach for her, willing her into 
them and I feel a jolt of something like an electric shock as I 
grab those hips. 


Pulling her up and getting an arm around her chest as I 
bring us both to the surface, I feel a thrill of relief. 


“T got you,” I growl into her ear. “I’ve got you and I’m not 
letting go.” 


Grateful for her heartbeat under my arm. Wanting to savor 
her touch but needing more than anything to get her to 
shore. 


In less than a minute I have her on the beach. A few dog 
walkers rush over and I bark at them to call 911. 


All my training kicks in, and I can’t register the magic of her 
lips on mine, my broad hands across her chest as I perform 
CPR, not yet. Not until I know she’s perfectly safe. 


I groan with relief and emotion as she finally coughs, 
splutters and then heaves up what looks like just about two 
lungful’s of seawater. 


She’s breathing on her own and on seeing me as I hold her 
in my arms, she reaches her hand up to touch my face. 


“T thought I’d lost you for a second there, but you’re not 
going anywhere. You’re mine now, okay?” 


She nods, a dreamy, glassy look in her eyes as she tries to 
say something, but those deep blue eyes close again. 


Exhausted. 


Her heart is pounding against my own, I shiver at the 
thought of nearly having lost her in the same minute as 
finding her. 


I can’t let her out of my sight. 


Not now, not ever, she’s mine now and I have to take care of 
her. 


The distant wail of a siren a few minutes later lets me 
breathe a little easier, knowing we can get her to greater 
safety sooner, but I know I’m leaving something behind on 
the beach today. 


The life I led alone. 
That queen shaped hole, that void in my life. 
I know it’s just been filled. 


I know she’s the one. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


J aydee 


I’ve never drowned before, and a part of me decides that 
swimming, the beach. Anything to do with water is off 
limits. 


If I live through this. 


He’s my final thought, my last memory but he’s also the first 
thing I see when my eyes flutter open. I can feel the hard 
warmth of his huge body as he supports mine. His own 
breath a wave of relief as our eyes meet up close. 


He’s saying something, but everything is still underwater, 
sounds like it is anyway. But his eyes, those coal dark eyes, 
burning with a fire that I feel kindling more than my own 
breath, the breath I know he’s given me so I can live. 


Live together with him. 


I try to say something, but it’s too much. I know I’m saved. I 
know I’m safe. The rest of the details I know are in his 
hands now. 


My eyes close and open slowly, in and out of focus. Like in a 
dream where I’m helpless, a damp puppet being lifted and 
moved. I only open them fully, gasping for more than 
breath, gasping for more of him once I feel his hands leave 
my body. 


“Tm right here,” a low voice assures me, and I can see the 
strobing lights of an ambulance, the sudden clean warmth 
of a blanket, but everything is centered on my beautiful 
stranger before he slips from view again. 


“Mister! Here’s your camera,” A _ kid’s voice says to 
someone, a Shadow of a crowd around me as I’m lifted into 
the brilliant white light of the ambulance. The storm is 
raging outside now. The underwater sounds in my ears 
overcome by the wind and rain. 


A huge hand covers mine, and I recognize his touch, it 
makes me shudder. Not with cold, but with a familiar heat. 
The heat I know is burning inside me now for him. 


I should be scared, I should be worried, but damn. If I’m not 
the horniest drowning victim this side of the Atlantic. 


I moan softly, and an oxygen mask is put over my face. I 
can’t move to see him yet, but feeling his hand over mine is 
the next best thing. Maybe even better. 


His touch telling me everything’s alright, and I know for the 
second time today that I’m going to be his from now on. 


I sigh, and then cough a little. A stabbing pain in my ribs is 
nothing compared to the warmth of his touch, made 
warmer when I hear his voice again as he speaks with the 
paramedics. 


“Its a good thing you happened by, Colton,” one of them 
says. “She’s a lucky girl.” 


I can hear his growl of satisfaction. “She’s mine,” he 
murmurs and I gasp again, feeling a line of heat from his 
hand straight to my mound. 


“You know her?” asks the other voice. But all he can say is, 
“Mine.” 


“Alrighty then, Colton. You sure you didn’t bump your head 
or get a lungful of water yourself back there?” The medic 
laughs, and I can hear him slapping Colton on the back. 


“You’re a hero man, great job!” 
My hero. 
Colton. 


The name is like a blanket, like the warmth of his hand. 
Something I want to wrap myself in and be held safe by 
forever. 


I drift off again, but the jolt of the stretcher, then the rattle 
of a hospital gurney wakes me with a start. 


Strange, unfamiliar faces hover way too close over mine 
with lots of questions and a constant bright light in my eyes. 
I try to speak, but nothing comes out. 


There’s only one word on my lips anyway. 
Colton. 


I wonder again if I imagined the whole Colton thing, I can’t 
feel his hand anymore, but once I hear his gravelly voice, 
speaking harshly somewhere not too far away, my lips curl 
into a little smile. 


“Tm not leaving her, dammit!” he growls, and the murmur 
of calm voices sound like they’re calming him down. 


“Colton. C’mon now, you know the drill. We need to make 
sure she’s okay. You can see her when we’re done. Now 
C’mon, let’s get you checked out buddy.” 


Inside a cubicle, I’m examined by a team of doctors, and I’m 
grateful more than once that Colton isn’t there to see my 
sorry ass, literally, as they examine me more thoroughly 
than I’d like. 


After some time, and what I guess is a long nap, I wake up 
again in a bed with a hospital gown covering me, along with 
a pile of thick blankets. 


I look around, noticing I’m in a single hospital room now, 
and the one person I want to see is sitting right next to me, 
taking my hand as soon as I open my eyes. 


“Hi,” he says softly, looking almost bashful. His high boned 
cheeks flush and his chiseled jaw tightens as he looks at me 
intently. 


He moves to brush some hair back from my face, but 
hesitates. 


No, it’s okay! Touch me, please touch me. 


I try to say something, but wince in pain and then flush red 
myself when I hear the hoarse croak that comes out of me. 


Reaching across from himself, Colton offers me a plastic cup 
with a straw poking out from it. 


“I figure you might not want any more water, but you 
should try and drink some,” he says, smiling a little. 


He holds the cup, and my fingers curl over his as I struggle 
to sit up enough to even take a few sips. 


“Better?” he asks, and I nod. I go back for some more, but 
only to get a hold of his fingers against mine again, which 


makes me feel way better than the stinging water as it goes 
down my throat. 


“You had half the bay in your lungs,” he continues. “I’m 
Colton by the way... I, uh... I fished you out. You fell off the 
pier,” he says, looking uncertain from my silence. 


I try speaking again, and my scratchy voice manages to say 
something. 


“T feel so stupid,” I rasp, then remembering a little more of 
what happened, I try to sit up suddenly. 


“My camera!” 


Colton looks down, smiling to himself. “Oh, that’s here,” he 
says, jutting his chin towards the shelf. 


“We still don’t know who you are,” he says with a question 
in his eyes. 

“I’m Jaydee. One word, not initials,” I crackle trying to 
smile, but still feeling like I’ve swallowed a razor blade. 


“Jaydee,” he growls to himself, and we both sit for a 
moment, quietly content to at least both have found a word, 
a name for this feeling we share. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


( olton 


She’s perfect! 


Watching her sleep after I get the all clear from the doctors, 
I insist on being with her. I can’t lie but I do give the strong 
impression that she’s under my protection. 


“But you don’t know her name?” the doctor frowns before 
sighing heavily. 


“Alright, Colton. You have saved the day so far, but we need 
to know who this girl is before we let you or anyone else go 
anyplace with her, alright?” 


I nod absently, only satisfied when I’m by her side again. 
Watching her chest rise and fall slowly, her eyes closed, 
waiting for them to open so I can see them again. 


Her property bag is on the seat when I walk into her room, 
and I can’t help but look over her camera. It switches on so 
I figure it must be waterproof. 


I also figure there might be some clue as to her identity in 
there, but get the surprised shock of my life once I discover 


dozens of snaps of myself. 


From the beach, she photographed me as I jogged, 
stretched and... 


I growl low again, feeling the thickness in the photos of my 
bulging crotch springing to life again. 


There’s endless close ups of my bulging shorts, and I can 
see how she became so distracted on the pier. 


She wakes up not long after I decide to pack the camera 
away. It’s making me too hard to even concentrate and I 
don’t want to blow my chances by being caught in her 
hospital room with not much more on than this aching hard 
on I have. 


The hardness I have for her. 


Leaning forward, I can cover myself, barely. And I give her 
some water, grateful more than anything to see her eyes 
open, but most of all on dry land. 


She tells me her name and I bask in the sound of it from her 
lips. If she feels half of what I’m feeling right now... 


We sit in silence for a while, I can only stare at her, taking 
her in. 


“Is there someone we should contact?” I hear myself ask 
her finally, suddenly hating the question. Dreading the news 
she has a boyfriend or worse. 


Fuck! I never even thought of that. She’s probably already 
taken, of course she is, look at her! 


I grimace, the very idea of someone else making my plans 
more difficult... somebody else anywhere near her... 


“Just my dad,” she whispers hoarsely, her brows knitting 
together. “You okay? You look mad as hell.” 


“Tt’s nothing,” I assure her, beaming with relief. A dad I can 
deal with, maybe. Just as long as there’s no boyfriends, 
girlfriends or husbands I have to contend with. 


This girl’s all mine, and I’ll do whatever I have to and keep 
it that way. 


A worried look spills across her face. “And you? You 
don’t...?” but I’m already shaking my head. 


“Nah, just me. Nobody to answer to or for,” I tell her 
truthfully. 


What I want to tell her is that she’s the only one for me. 
That our new life starts right now, but I don’t want to scare 
her off. Even though she’s landed right in my lap today, I 
don’t want to risk anything to change that. 


The old doctor’s clipped steps approach, and he pauses in 
the doorway. I look up and catch a glimpse of his knowing 
look. He knows the score at a glance. 


Who couldn’t? 


“Well,” he announces cheerfully. “Our patient’s awake.” He 
smiles, looking in my direction. 


He examines Jaydee, only taking her pulse and listening to 
her lungs, which I grit my teeth through. Telling myself that 
apart from being old enough to be her grandpa, he’s just 
doing his job. 


And you're old enough to be her what? Her father? 


I ask myself, and I feel a stab of uncertainty, the first I’ve 
really had since laying eyes on her. The doc’s rhetoric 
breaks my disturbing train of thought. 


“Well. It’s nice to meet you Jaydee,” he says after being 
formally introduced. 


“You owe Colton here your life, by all accounts,” he says, 
shooting me a cautioning look, which makes my eyes 
narrow before he winks and smiles. 


“You’re doing fine, just fine. But I would like to keep you in 
overnight, just to be sure you don’t develop any infection 
from all that seawater. It’s mostly saline sure, but there’s a 
lot of other stuff in it.” 


I open my mouth to speak, but the doctor’s finger is up. 


“You’re the hero, Colton. And I am aware of the legacy that 
your Grandfather gave this hospital, but I’m the doctor,” he 
says with finality. 


“Td like Jaydee to stay with us tonight,” he repeats firmly, 
almost growling himself before his infectious and wistful 
smile appears again. 


And I'd like her to spend the night with me. 


Jaydee’s confused face scans mine, and I can only think of 
my intense feelings for her. I don’t want her out of my sight 
and TIl stay in this damned chair as long as I have to. But 
she looks suddenly embarrassed. 


Annoyed. 


“Thanks doc, but I really think I’d like to go home now,” she 
says, just as firmly as he recommended she stay. 


“I am grateful for the rescue, I am,” she says curtly, 
glancing at me. “But at the same time, I’m still an adult. In 
charge of my own decisions, right?” she reminds us both 
and the doctor breathes through his long nose before he 
pinches the top of it with his fingertips. 


“Alright, Jaydee. We can’t make you stay but I would like to 
give you a shot of antibiotics, and some for you to take 
home,” he says by way of compromise. 


There’s a buzz from the doctor’s pocket and he looks at his 
pager with a pained face before hurrying off. Seconds later 
there’s a code announcement for all available staff to the 
emergency department. 


“Sounds like they’ll need your bed anyway,” I offer, but 
Jaydee’s gone a little too chilly for my liking. 


“T can manage on my own,” she clips and I feel another 
stab, in my chest this time. 


Like she’s rejecting me. 


“Jaydee? What’s the matter, I thought we were...?” I ask, 
dumbfounded, but she’s sitting up and looking around. 
More annoyed once she realizes she has no clothes. Just a 
plastic bag with her camera and sandals in it. 


And me. 
Her two worldly possessions right now. 


Buzzing for the nurse, she’s not surprised when there’s no 
reply. Chaos seems to have broken out in the hallway, with 
doctors and nurses rushing this way and that to deal with 
whatever emergency they’re facing, but I only have eyes for 
Jaydee. 


She’s all I care about right now. 


“T can get you some clothes,” I offer, reading her thoughts. 
“Then I can...” 


But she cuts me off. 


“You can mind your own business!” she snaps. “I said thank 
you for saving me, didn’t I? But I don’t need a babysitter... I 
can call my dad... he can arrange to come get me,” she 
huffs, pressing the buzzer for a nurse again. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


J aydee 


I might have known. 
Should’ve guessed. 


Once the doctor drops the hint that Mr. Perfect’s family paid 
for half the damned hospital, I realize how out of my depth I 
really am. I would’ve stood a better chance sunk at the 
bottom of the ocean. 


I feel like I want to be back down there, digging that hole so 
I can be swallowed up. 


Colton’s from money, real money. And as much as I do find 
him insanely attractive, and wish I could even begin to show 
him how grateful I am for him saving me, it makes me feela 
half inch tall once I realize who he is. 


The type he is. There’s two types in this world. The type 
with money and the type without. 


And I know which side of the coin I’m on. 


I don’t have the heart to tell him or the doctor that the real 
reason I can’t stay in the hospital is because we don’t have 
insurance. As it is, the ambulance bill and emergency 
room... I shudder to think how much all this has cost so far. 


Dad’s gonna freak. 
Why won't this damned nurse come? 


Every second I have to lie here, with Colton looking at me 
like that tears me apart. I just want out so I can go back to 
my old life. 


My little meaningless life, without him. 


The thought tears at my heart, but I just don’t see, can’t see 
what a man like him could possibly see in a girl like me. 


It could never work. 


I jump as his hand closes over mine, instantly wiping out 
everything I just constructed in my mind. 


“Jaydee? I don’t know what I did or said to upset you, but 
I’m not going anywhere without you,” he tells me firmly. 


“T don’t think I saved you today... I think you might’ve just 
saved me.” he says cryptically. 


I try to take a breath, try to muster the argument I had in 
my mind, but it’s so hard with him touching me. With him 
looking at me with those eyes. 


“T just...” I start to say, hoping for a sound argument from 
myself, but I only feel my lip tremble. My whole body 
shudders under his touch. 


“T...” but I can’t. I can’t give voice to something I know isn’t 
true in my heart. 


I can’t push him away, I wouldn’t even know how to. 


“TIl get some clothes for you, and anything else you need,” 
he says calmly. His deep voice reassuring me, relaxing me. 


“And once we get you out of here, well. Let’s just see about 
some clothes first, huh?” 


I pump my head slowly in a nod, fighting back tears now 
and I know Colton’s only trying to help. I remind myself of 
my life before Colton. 


Rather, the life I don’t have without him. 


“I don’t have insurance,” I confess, feeling so ashamed, 
more than not having any clothes to even go home in. 


Colton’s brow creases, then softens as he realizes I can’t 
stop my tears anymore. I’m sobbing like a child. The stress 
of the day, nearly drowning. The sudden mixed feelings for 
Colton, it’s all happening so fast and it’s all spilling over. 


“Hey,” he says softly, comforting me. 


Without even thinking, I reach out for him, my arms 
hooking around his huge neck and I feel everything falling 
back into place as he holds me in his arms once again, 
shifting himself so he can hold me as he sits on the edge of 
the bed. 


“Don’t even think about the bill,” he says in my ear, making 
me shiver again as his lips brush against it. His hand 
brushing my hair back as he holds my face in front of his. 


“I told you, Jaydee. I’ve got you now, you’re mine, 
understand?” he asks me, and I nod, feeling my face 
gravitating towards his. 


My throat is burning and my eyes sting with tears, but I 
know a first kiss when I feel it. 


I’m out of my depth, sure but I decide I may as well die 
trying. 


I’ve never even kissed a boy, let alone a real man. But 
everything else seems to have worked out today so far, so 
why not? 


“Ahem! Uhmmm. You buzzed?” a short tempered voice cuts 
in. 


I watch Colton’s eyes close for a second and my own just 
blink in disbelief before I turn and see a huge nurse 
blocking the doorway with her arms folded. 


“I... Uhhh,” I stammer. 


“Jaydee’s coming home with me,” Colton announces, forcing 
a smile where I know he’d rather growl, warning anyone 
and everything away from what I get now, that I belong to 
him, and nobody else. 


“She’ll need some clothes then,” the nurse replies, smiling 
to herself and recognizing the potentially intimate moment 
she’s interrupted. 


“TIl see what we can manage,” she says, and disappears as 
quickly as she came in. 


“I should go home,” I hear myself protesting, but only 
because I’m almost afraid of what I want to do to Colton. 


What I want him to do to me. 


I’ve never felt anything like this ever and if Colton’s heart is 
pounding against his chest even half as much as mine is, 
then I think it’s safe to say we both want the same thing. 


Although my want is starting to turn into a definite need by 
the second. 


The memory of my house though. 


It’s not a bad place. Dad’s provided for me like any loving 
father. But... 


The thought of Colton seeing it. The thought of my dad 
seeing Colton in it... 


Ugh! My mind’s racing like a dog chasing its tail. I don’t 
know what I want, but I also know exactly what I want. 


I’m just terrifies me that once I get it I might not ever want 
to let go. 


CHAPTER SIX 


( olton 


I thought I’d done something, maybe said the wrong thing 
or worse, imagined the whole line of attraction between us. 


But she’s just worried. Worried about what IIl think. I feel 
my heart melt and I want to hold her tighter than ever, 
want to hold her how she needs to be held but I have to 
remember where we are. 


My own body doesn’t care where we are, and in seconds 
I’m rock hard again, stifling moans from having her pressed 
so close against me. 


I tell her she belongs to me now, I have to. It’s all I can think 
of to begin to show her just how much she means to me. 


They’re not just words either. I mean to claim her as my 
very own, to fill her with my seed and start our lives anew. 


I feel like my heart will burst when her lips almost touch 
mine, but it’s not to be. 


The nurse finally appears and although she’s interrupted 
us, I know the sooner my girl has some clothes, the sooner 


we can leave. 


Sometimes I forget. I’m not my grandfather either. Even 
though he was never my real family. 


He was an old man when he adopted me as his grandson, 
making me promise to carry on his name. His own family 
line, which he himself couldn’t in his lifetime. 


It was so long ago, and I never really thought about it until 
just now. 


The hospital, the man and his money. His legacy as the 
doctor put it. They’re big shoes to fill and I've never seen 
myself filling them, but I do know I can give Jaydee the life 
she deserves. 


I’m not my grandfather, and I’m not his money. I’m just 
Colton. And right now I feel as awkward about having it as I 
know Jaydee might about not having it. 


But soon. Soon enough, she’ll have it all. 
I’ll see to that. 


“Clothes, prescription,” the nurse announces, setting down 
two neat piles of folded clothing and a brown paper bag 
with a receipt stapled to it. 


“T hate to dump and run,” the nurse says, creasing a smile. 
“But we have a situation in the ER, lots of casualties, so...” 


I nod furiously and Jaydee does too. Our hands touch as I 
pass her the clothes making us both blush like school kids, 
making our nurse roll her eyes a little. 


“Sign here, for you. And here for you,” she instructs us, and 
gives us both a copy of Jaydee’s discharge papers, plus my 
receipt for her bill from her clipboard. After we’ve signed 
she disappears again. Hopefully for good this time. 


I try to stuff the receipt someplace, but I have about as 
much clothing on as Jaydee does. Just my tank and running 
shorts. 


“What’s that?” Jaydee asks, giving a sinking, knowing look 
as it registers to her that I’ve paid her way. 


“That’s none of your business,” I tease her, trying to do my 
best impression of her being angry, but it only draws a thin 
smile from her. 


“Let’s see what we have here,” I say loudly, holding up the 
clothes the nurse brought for me too by the looks, trying to 
change the subject and quickly. 


We both look at what’s on offer with a cocked brow, then 
burst out laughing. 


“Hey,” I remind us both. “It’s better than going home 
naked,” and we both blush at that. I know, for one thing, 
that’s exactly what I’d rather be with Jaydee, but her 
crimson face still shows some mixed feelings. 


“I’m going to pay you back,” she tells me, looking me 
square in the eye and I nod. 


“Alright then, just tell me you feel okay? That you’re 
alright?” 


Jaydee looks up at the ceiling, thoughtful for a moment. 
“Yeah, I’m okay,” she says, and I feel a little better. I don’t 
want money or anything else to ruin what’s started between 
us. 


“Are you alright? To get dressed, I mean,” I ask her, using 
my little bundle of clothes to cover myself as I stand up for 
the first time in a while, noticing not a lot’s changed down 
there with Jaydee being so close to me. 


She gives a nod. 


“Okay. I’ll just.” I have a bit of an awkward moment, and I 
decide to draw the curtain around her bed and go get 
changed in the bathroom by the door, which I close. 


A loud Hawaiian shirt and pink board shorts that are three 
sizes too big replace my barely there and still very damp 
clothes. I use a towel and some hot water to freshen up a 
little, and tuck myself into an upright position, I wonder just 
how much that nurse has figured out so far. 


Opening the door, I expect to maybe see Jaydee dressed, or 
the curtain still fully drawn but nothing prepares me for the 
sight I come back to. 


The sight of her bare, perfectly round ass through the back 
of her hospital gown as she bends over makes me freeze on 
the spot. 


I have to put my hand over my mouth to stop from making a 
sound. There’s just enough of a gap in the curtain for me to 
see, even though I know I made sure it was fully closed, 
along with the door to her room. 


Any hardness I thought had waned is back with a 
vengeance, and despite my efforts, a low growl escapes me 
and I let my hand fall from my mouth, which is wide open. 


I notice Jaydee’s head tilt slightly to one side, but she 
carries on, pulling on some leggings up over those hips I 
long to touch again, then I gasp as she slips off her gown 
entirely, and I can see the nakedness of her back before she 
slips on a baggy white t-shirt and turns slowly. 


Our eyes lock and then hers travel down to take in my 
bulging ache I can’t hide from her anymore. 


Her own chest is stiff under her tee, thick pebbled nipples 
saluting me, letting me know she knew I was watching. 
Letting me know she’s excited by her show as well. 


She shudders a breath in, and then whisking the curtain 
open further as if nothing’s out of the ordinary. “You look 
ridiculous,” she murmurs. 


I feel a little hurt, until I catch myself in the mirror opposite. 


I wish she did too, but she doesn’t. Simple black leggings 
and a white t-shirt along with her sandals, she looks 
perfect. It doesn’t matter what she’s wearing, as long as 
she’s safe and with me. 


Moving closer to her as she collects her things, her back to 
me now. That ass, those hips, they’re like a magnet for me 
now. I’ve seen more of what I want to claim and I watch 
both my hands reach out for her. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 
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I’ve never done anything so bold, so risky... so damned 
thrilling in my whole life. 


It might not be a big deal for some girls, but for me, having 
never even...well. I just about shake something loose I 
shiver so hard, bending over to get dressed after making an 
ever so convenient gap in the curtain so Colton might catch 
a glimpse of me from behind. 


I’m more than intimidated by his body, but if that bulge at 
the front of his shorts is anything to go by he likes what he 
sees in me, but I guess I just need to double check. 


To really make sure I’m not about to make a complete fool 
of myself if I misread this whole situation. 


I did just about drown, and the doctors did say I’d feel 
pretty strange for a few days yet. 


But as soon as I feel his thick, firm hands on my hips, and 
his thicker, harder length pressing into my back as I lean 
back into him, I know I’m not imagining anything. 


Colton likes curvy girls. 
He likes this curvy girl. 
Message received and understood. 


“T want you,” he growls into my ear, biting it gently before 
nuzzling his teeth into my neck, making me go weak in the 
knees as I moan out loud. 


A dry, husky moan, matched by his deep guttural animal like 
growl as we both start to communicate in a language that’s 
beyond words. 


I feel a damp slickness between my legs, which is met with 
one of his hands, gripping my mound gently through the 
tights I’ve drenched in seconds from his touch. 


My own hand reaches behind me, urgently seeking him out, 
needing to touch him now more than ever. 


He guides my hand to his hardness, and I gasp louder as he 
groans, my fingers curling around its heat through his 
shorts. 


“This is what you do to me,” he murmurs, and I feel his 
heartbeat pounding through my own body. Through my 
hand, up into my own chest, which is so swollen it feels like 
it’s about to burst. 


There’s an announcement over the PA, but I can’t hear it. 
Colton uses his feet to spread mine a little further apart and 
I lean forward, putting both my hands flat on the bed, lifting 
my rear as I grind it slowly against his thick organ. 


I’m surprising myself more than anyone. This is not how I 
usually behave, but Colton just does something to me. As 
much as I’m making him hard, he’s making me think, feel 
and want things that I can only imagine as red hot pictures 


in my mind right now, and I can’t wait for him to show me 
properly. 
I want him to claim me, to show me. 


To teach me. 


“Here?” he growls, and I can’t tell if it’s a command or a 
question. Nor do I care. My hands have made fists with the 
sheets and I’ve opened my shuddering legs wider, willing 
him to do something, anything, before I explode on the spot. 


“Colton,” I whimper, and his hands run over my hips, 
yanking down the tights I’ve just put on, making me grunt 
and gasp as he jerks them all the way down over my thighs 
which he strokes once they’re fully naked to his liking. 


I hear his low growls, groans and moans of approval as he 
gets on his knees behind me, spreading me wide open from 
behind, making me swear loudly and pushing myself back 
against him. I throw my head back once I feel his mouth 
over my slick valley, which gushes fresh heat at his touch. 


I’ve never really touched myself, not like this, and the fire 
he’s started with his tongue and hands starts to spread 
quickly, making me want more of the same and right now. 


My knees are pumping like pistons and I can hardly keep 
upright. In an instant, Colton’s spun me around, and 
hoisted my rump up onto the bed as he hitches my legs over 
his flexing shoulders, like fleshy granite under my thighs. 


Using his free hand, the other he has up my tee shirt, 
circling my thick nipples, he splays me open with his thick 
fingers, teasing my twitching hole before covering me 
again, drawing another loud moan from me with his tongue 
as it frees my stiff clit from its hood. 


He’s a magician. A devil and a saint, all in one motion. I’m 
trying to catch my breath, but dissolving under his spell, his 
touch is like nothing I could have ever imagined. 


“Tell me you want it,” he demands. “Tell me you want to 
come in my mouth.” 


I grunt louder, harder and thrust myself fully against his hot 
mouth. Hearing him give words to the feelings, the actions, 
it’s too much and I can feel something welling up from deep 
inside me, something he’s acutely aware of. Something he’s 
determined to draw from me. 


“T want it,” I gasp. “I want you to suck me dry. I wanna 
come on your face. I want your fat cock deep inside me,” I 
hear myself gasp, hotter than ever as I voice the same 
feelings he has, eagerly lapping harder at my now aching 
sex as I feel it start to quiver under his control. 


The intensity is almost unbearable. Like a pleasant itch 
that’s finally been scratched just right. I feel my whole body 
stiffen, and Colton’s grip on me hardens as he plunges his 
tongue deep inside me. 


My head’s thrown back and I feel all control disappearing. 
I’m in the grip of the first real climax of my life. The one 
he’s made for me, the one he’s drawing from me. 


I can feel the vibration of his growling voice, his deep, 
throaty sounds as he orders me to keep coming. It’s as 
though I can feel him in my mind. “Come for me baby, give 
it all to me.” 


It’s all because of Colton, it’s for him, but as I shudder and 
quake, I grow familiar with my own body. My own desire 
and my own needs. I learn something powerful in those 
moments, and I vow to myself to explore all this further, in 
greater detail, and most of all, always with Colton. 


Definitely always with Colton. 


As he brings himself up again, his face level with mine, I 
taste myself on his lips. Our first kiss. 


If I thought I was shy still, if I had any doubts, they’ve 
disappeared. 


Almost. 


Breathing heavily, we both press closer, harder against one 
another, and I feel his thick member hot against my inner 
thigh. 


“T want you,” he growls, and I figure now’s as good a time 
as any to tell him. 


I don’t know why it matters, but something compels me to 
tell him. I know I’m ready, I know Colton is the one. 


Maybe I don’t want to disappoint him? Maybe I’m still not a 
hundred percent sure I’m doing any of this right. 


“What is it?” he asks, his smoldering eyes filled with 
concern an inch from mine suddenly. 


“T.. L.. I'm a virgin,” I stammer. 


And instead of it being awkward, I feel Colton harden even 
further against me, a fresh sound of greater approval 
coming from him before he kisses me with such intensity, I 
feel another wave of my original climax washing over me. 


“Of course you are,” he growls. “You were made for me, and 
me for you, that’s why.” 


CHAPTER EIGHT 
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If there’s any way today could have gotten better, it’s 
Jaydee telling me she’s a virgin. 


I wouldn’t care if she wasn’t, but to my mind it proves she’s 
meant for me alone. It proves we’re supposed to be 
together. 


I’ll be her first and her only from today, and forever and I 
make sure I tell her so. 


The door is closed and the curtain still drawn a little, and I 
move out of view once I hear the knock on the door. 


It’s our friendly neighborhood nurse again, giving us the 
gentle version of the bum’s rush. 


“You dressed and ready to go, Jaydee?” she calls out, and I 
can see her head cocked but her eyes are on the floor, the 
picture of discretion. 


I stifle a laugh, Jaydee looks like she’s about to jump out of 
her skin but she pulls herself together enough for us to 
make good on our escape from the hospital. 


“T’ll be out in a minute. Colton’s just in the bathroom, I 
think,” she chimes, and the door closes again. 


I sink onto the bed with Jaydee in my arms one last time, 
kissing her intensely and squeezing her so hard she squeals 
with delight. 


“I think we should head back to my place,” I tell her in 
between kisses, wondering if my erection is permanent by 
now. It sure as hell feels like it. 


Jaydee nods, her eyes glossy with desire and her pupils 
dilated from her arousal. “I think that’s a good idea,” she 
agrees, and in a few minutes, we’ve dodged the chaos of the 
ward and elevators as fresh sunshine greets us both once 
we step outside. 


The storm had raged and passed by the looks, with dark 
clouds giving way to a huge rainbow and clear skies over 
most of the view above. 


I use Jaydee as a bit of a human shield, covering my own 
arousal as we make our way out in public. I hail a cab from 
the rank out front and once home, I ask Jaydee to wait while 
I fetch some money for the ride. 


“TIl just be a minute,” I tell the driver, who eyeballs me and 
then Jaydee. 


“You live here?” he asks with more than enough sarcasm. 


“Yup,” I tell him. “Pull up to the gate, I’ll let us in and you 
can wait right by the front door if you prefer.” 


But there’s no protest from the driver, he’s all eyes to see 
what happens next. 


It's better this way, I don’t feel right about leaving Jaydee 
by herself. Not anymore. 


Not ever. Under any circumstances. 


My thumb on the keypad opens the wrought iron gates and 
within a few moments, Jaydee and I are in the foyer, the 
cabbie’s apology well worth the hundred dollar bill I hand 
him. 


“T don’t blame him for not trusting me,” I remark to Jaydee, 
who’s a little spellbound by the whole house thing. 


“I mean, look at me. I do look like a bum. A very colorful 
bum,” I muse, checking myself out in the giant mirror in the 
entrance. 


“You... do you really live here?” she asks, her mouth 
hanging open. 


“Nah,” I tell her quickly, locking the front door again and 
pushing the button to close the front gates. 


“T live out back, in the guest house. This place is too big, too 
morbid. I tried living in it once, years ago. It was like 
camping in a museum,” I tell her, guiding her by the 
shoulders from behind to the rear entrance through a mild 
maze of large rooms and wood paneled corridors, the few 
larger pieces of furniture are still covered and so are all the 
paintings. 


I can tell Jaydee wants to stop and look around, but this old 
house, it’s really not me. It’s not who I really am. 


“T wish we could’ve come around the back way,” I murmur, 
guiding her past the pools and large gardens. 


“Almost there,” I assure her, and rounding a narrow gravel 
path, we’re home. 


Jaydee gasps again. “Guest house?” 


I roll my eyes. “I know. The old man didn’t do anything by 
halves, but it’s not as pretentious inside, I promise.” 


Thumb on the keypad, and the front door clicks open. I 
realize now why I’m a little bit of a recluse. The big house, 
the grounds. I don’t want people thinking I’m something 
I’m not. 


It was all part of the original inheritance, and truth be told, 
once the upkeep and taxes come out of everything, I’m left 
with a modest quarterly allowance. 


“Wow! This is really nice,” Jaydee exclaims, relaxing 
instantly, and making me do the same. 


Inside my own place, it’s a bit of a mess, with ‘normal’ sized 
rooms and just a bunch of regular guy stuff. 


I wished I remembered it was laundry day though. 


A part of me wants to explain everything, but I figure that’s 
just nerves. I’m more than happy to just watch Jaydee 
explore my world for a bit. I’ve got nothing to hide from her 
and I want her to be comfortable here. 


“This place is bigger than our whole block,” she says out 
loud, her voice echoing a little as she goes into the part of 
the guest house I don’t live in either. 


I track her down, and clutching her by the waist, I bring her 
close to me, our lips joining as we both hum in satisfaction. 


“Should we have gone to your place?” I ask her, hooking my 
hands behind her and letting my fingers venture south until 
they’re clutching her fine ass. 


“God no!” she says quickly, and I smile to myself, glad she 
isn’t focused on the house too much. 


“T mean... I won’t go on about your place, if you don’t ask 
too much about mine,” she says and I nod, making it a deal. 


“The only thing that matters Jaydee, is you,” I tell her and I 
mean it. 


I’ve never fallen for anyone in my whole life, never known 
what it could even feel like but with Jaydee I know I’ve 
fallen hard already. 


I wasn’t kidding when I meant she’s mine. 


The whole forever thing? I mean it. 


CHAPTER NINE 


J aydee 


I’d seen the high, whitewashed walls of Colton’s place 
before. It’s on the main ocean boulevard, with the whole 
property on a hill overlooking the bay. 


I never knew anyone lived here and always thought it was 
one of those old colonial houses that the government kept, 
like a museum or something. 


Without even looking around too much, I’m dumbstruck 
that a place like this, a block this size is still a thing in this 
day and age. It’s just incredible. 


I’m impressed that Colton’s shy about it. He’s not wanting 
to show me around, not wanting to show off. He just wants 
to get me someplace comfortable and safe. I get the distinct 
impression Colton’s my new self-appointed shadow. 


The whole day so far has been like a dream and I’m waiting 
for the bottom or top to hit at some point, but for now I’m 
just loving being with Colton. Loving how he feels and 
loving how much he... 


I wonder if he does feel the same. I mean, exactly the same. 


I’ve never had a boyfriend, or anything but with Colton, I’m 
hooked. I know I’m in deep for him but I don’t want to scare 
him off or spoil it with the ‘L word. It might be too soon but 
I really have no idea how any of this stuff works. 


“T gotta get out of these clothes,” he finally says, tearing off 
the loud shirt and slipping off the equally loud shorts, 
making me gasp again at his nakedness. 


Colton reappears a few moments later, a light robe on anda 
devilish grin on his face. 


“I’m ready for a shower after everything so far today,” he 
says, and I flush deep red, feeling a little overwhelmed 
again. His face falls but then he rallies himself again. 


“Its been a traumatic day for you so far,” he says softly, 
coming over and gently rubbing my arm. 


“I hope you don’t think I’m pressuring you, not rushing 
things?” 


I shake my head, but way too fast, squeaking how fine I am. 
In truth, I’m starting to feel like I don’t know what I want 
anymore but I’m still trusting in this out of control feeling. 


“How about I find you a robe, some towels and maybe you 
can have a shower. By yourself if you want? I figure you 
might not feel like a bath right now, all that water.” 


And then it hits me. 


The memory of falling off the pier, the water, not breathing. 
Everything after he saved me is fine, better than fine, but I 
do feel a shock coming over me and Colton helps me to a 
big easy chair. 


“Hey, c’mon now, take a seat and just relax for a minute, 
alright.” 


“I-I could’ve died,” I hear myself stammering, feeling a lot 
of mixed emotions welling up. 


The memory of Colton at the hospital, what he did to me, 
that’s like a different life all of a sudden. I feel like I’ve been 
split in two. 


Colton squats down in front of me, taking both my hands in 
his. 

“Was it too soon to leave the hospital?” he asks. “We can 
always...” 


“Tt’s not that,” I say aloud, almost just to hear myself say it. 
“T feel fine, physically.” 


He gives a knowing look and nods, squeezing both my 
hands gently in his. 


“But you didn’t die,” he finally says, jolting me from my 
weird reverie. 


“You’re okay and you’re here now, with me.” 


I crease a smile, and stroking some of his hair back from his 
face I tell him how sweet he is. 


“Tell me more about Colton,” I ask. “I don’t even know your 
last name.” 


“Smith,” he says. “No. It really is,” he adds, chuckling as he 
notes my quizzical look. 


“My birth parents chose Colton, but it was always just 
Colton ever since I can remember, at the boy’s home. Some 
of the other kids thought it was my last name, being called 
by theirs as a general rule. 


“Grandpa Joseph Smith gave me his name once I became 
his family, He’s the man behind all this. All his great work,” 
he adds, holding his hands out and glancing around. 


Adopted. 


I think of my own dad, doing some quick math. But there’s 
tons of people who are adopted. Doesn’t mean they all know 
each other. 


“How old are you?” I ask, instantly regretting it and 
apologizing. It’s the one time I see genuine concern in his 
eyes, but I don’t really care how old he is, I’m just making 
small talk. 


Getting to know him better, like he suggested. 


“TIl be forty this year,” he says with a sigh. “And you?” he 
adds, returning the favor. 


“TIl be twenty,” I say softly. 


We sit quietly for a while and I’m kicking myself for asking 
his age. It’s just a stupid number, and unless he’d told me I 
would never have guessed. His body, face, hair... 
everything. It’s just so perfect. 


Colton looks in better shape than anyone I know and way 
better than anyone my own age from college. 


“And what about you?” he finally asks. “Your last name I 
mean. The Colton Smith story’s pretty boring. I want to 
know all about Jaydee,” he says, and I screw up my nose, 
shaking my head. 


“Ugh, no. I think the Colton Smith story is way more 
interesting. I mean, look at this place! You must be like a 
zillionaire. Like little orphan Annie.” 


I wince harder, putting my foot in it for the second time in 
as many minutes, but Colton just laughs it off. 


“Well, not quite,” he says casually, making me feel less 
awkward by the second. 


That’s what I love about Colton, he’s so real. I can say the 
dumbest thing and he’s just so accepting of it. 


“T’ve got the house and a trust fund, but there’s a lot of 
upkeep, taxes,” he offers, looking down and sighing again, 
looking like he’d rather not think about it. 


But he finally laughs out loud, shaking his head. “Orphan 
Annie,” he chuckles to himself. 


“Why don’t you just sell it then?” I ask innocently. 


“The deal was, with the inheritance that the interest on the 
capital would go back to the boy’s home. Like a foundation 
charity, along with the dozen others he set up. I’m just a 
trustee really, but it does have its perks,” he says, smiling. 


Smiling at me though, not about the house or anything else. 


His smile is just for me, and it makes me feel ten times 
better straight away. 


“Tt’s Beckett.” I tell him. “My last name’s Beckett,” 
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It couldn’t be. 
Many people are named Beckett, I’m sure. 


It can’t be. God no, don’t make this one thing, the one good 
thing to happen to me come at such a heavy price. 


I don’t want to ask her, but there’s a part of me now that 
needs to know, even if I won’t like the truth. 


“What’s the matter?” she asks. “You look like you’ve seen a 
ghost.” 


“Your dad,” I remark. “He must be worried about you, do 
you need to call him? Plus, I just realized,” I add, changing 
the subject. 


“You only had your camera with you, no phone and no keys? 
Or did they...?” 


My voice trails off. I want to know so many things all at 
once, and at the same time I don’t want to know any of it. 


I already know what she’s going to say when I ask her what 
her dad’s name is, so I don’t. I can’t. 


Not yet. 


“Just my camera,” she murmurs. “I think I locked my keys in 
my car, which is still down by the beach, my phone too,” she 
adds, rolling her eyes, which fill with hesitation. 


Both our worlds close in on us again, individually this time. 
Jaydee has her life, her world. Her dad. 


And I have mine. 


A world that’s pretty empty, save for those ghosts from the 
past. 


“Colton? What is it? Did I say something wrong?” she asks, 
and I strain a smile, leaning over to kiss her, but she pulls 
her face back, waiting for the answer to her question 
instead. 


“No, you didn’t say anything wrong,” I tell her. “I’m just 
worried that you’ll race off now to get your car, or keys and 
whatnot. Can we fix all that later? I can drive you to your 
car I mean, I thought we could just hang out here for a bit. 
You just got here.” 


“Sure,” she tells me and somehow decides now’s a good 
time for that shower after all. 


Alone. 


“T might take you up on that shower,” she says. “Point me in 
the right direction and I’ll manage. It’s probably just what I 
need.” 


I do smile. It’s great to see her feeling better. I caution 
myself against too much too soon with Jaydee again, but 
what about what happened back there at the hospital? 


What happens now? 


Once I hear the tinkle of the shower and even Jaydee 
humming a few bars, the steam spilling out from the 
bathroom door slightly ajar, I relax a little. 


She’s not the only one who had some drama today. Part of 
our training is all about the impact of rescuing someone. 


Something I’ve never had to deal with, if I’m honest. 


The phone ringing makes me jump a little, but I welcome a 
voice that isn’t my own thoughts. 


“Colton Smith? Beth Winslow, Courier Times. I wanted to 
speak with you about what happened down at the pier 
today.” 


I groan and hang up. 


Newspaper? How did they get my number? Don’t these 
people have a life? 


It rings again and I pick it up without saying anything and 
hang it up. 


The third time it rings, I can’t help it, and I growl into the 
handset. 


“Look!” I snarl, but it’s somebody else. 
A friendly voice. 
“Whoa! Easy tiger. It’s me, Mac.” 


Mac’s the squad leader down at the surf club. He’s doing 
what I should’ve done after Jaydee should have gone to the 
hospital alone. I should’ve checked in. 


“What happened, Colton? I mean, why’d you bail after 
resuscitating someone? I heard you went with the medics to 


the ER. You alright?” he asks, full of concern. 


I puff the air out of my cheeks, dreading a confrontation 
over the numerous facts. 


The countless rules I’ve no doubt already broken. 


But hearing Jaydee in the shower just up the hall, it’s all I 
need. 


She’s all I care about now. Even though I know all of this is 
gonna come at a price. It’s unavoidable. 


I just hope Jaydee can stick with me. I hope she 
understands. 


“Yeah, sorry Mac,” I sigh. “I’m fine and so is Jayd-...so is the 
girl. I just needed some time to think.” 


All that’s true. So far so good. 


“What you need is to write up the paperwork, Colton. Sorry 
to be a hard ass, but even though you were off duty and 
only a volunteer, it’s a city requirement. You know all this 
man, what happened out there?” he asks again, firmer this 
time. 


What’s he gonna do, fire me from volunteering? 


“Look, Mac. I hear ya. I really do, but just not right now, 
okay? I’ve got a ton of other stuff going on. I’ll check in 
tomorrow, maybe the next day,” I tell him vaguely, noting his 
low sound of disapproval. 


“Pll give you forty eight hours, Colton, and only out of 
respect for everything you’ve done for the club. For the 
service.” 


Mac hanging up like that would normally sting, but I feel 
relieved not to have to deal with him right now. 


I got what I went out for today, what I’ve waited my whole 
damned life for. 


I’m not gonna bow down at the first thing hurdle that 
comes along, the first person who doesn’t like the way it 
went. 


Like her dad? 
I growl out loud, feeling my back up just at the thought. 


“You say something?” Jaydee calls out from the bathroom, 
and I hear the perfect excuse to go see my girl naked in the 
shower. 


To my disappointment, she’s got the screen closed. 


“You say something?” she asks again, and I can see her 
silhouette rinsing shampoo from her hair, the outline of her 
curves through the glass canceling everything else on my 
mind out. 


“Uhhh. Just someone on the phone,” I tell her. “You need a 
hand in there?” I ask, hoping for an invite, but she laughs 
instead. 


“I got this, Colton. I couldn’t trust anyone else to wash my 
hair. Sorry, who was on the phone? I mean... Ugh! Sorry, 
none of my business,” she says loudly, talking over the 
sound of the shower and the foam slapping against the tiles. 


I’m transfixed by her shape through the glass, and stammer 
a reply. 

“Its alright, my surf rescue captain. I was supposed to 
report what happened.” 


The screen slides open, and through blinking eyes framed 
by suds she stares open mouthed. 


“You’re an actual life-saver?” she asks, sounding really 
astonished. 


“Volunteer,” I admit, which is true, but once she opens the 
shower screen right up and beckons me in with her finger, I 
wish I’d thought of that line sooner. 
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Life saver. Wealthy trustee, Colton Smith is starting to 
sound more like a superhero by the minute and those two 
words have an instant effect on my mood and my body. 


“C’mere lifesaver,” I coo to him, wanting him, suddenly 
needing him more than ever. 


He’s out of his robe and under the water with me in 
seconds and his thick, strong arms around me again remind 
me that he really did save my life. 


And gives new meaning to it. 


“I do feel better with a shower,” I purr as his hard body 
presses against mine. His thick member rising to greet my 
hands as they run over him, giving me the only answer I 
need. 


“Can we start over?” he asks me softly. And I just know 
somehow he means something about my dad again. 


“How do you mean?” I ask him, determined not to let this 
mood pass me by again today. 


I want Colton Smith, ghosts and all, and I want him to want 
me. 


“T just mean...” he starts, but we both lose ourselves in our 
embrace, his lips on mine, his hands where I want them 
most. It’s like we both know exactly how to comfort each 
other without words. 


“Whatever it is,” I whisper into his ear, shivering despite 
the warm water as his hand slips between my legs. 


“Whatever it is. I want you, Colton. I want us. I want this,” I 
gasp, suddenly forgetting everything and being transported 
back to those feelings, the incredible state of arousal he 
gave me in the hospital. 


“And I want you,” he growls. “More than anything. ll have 
you if it’s the last thing.” 


His huge body plus mine are a snug fit inside the glass 
shower cubicle, but in no time he has me against the wall, 
lifting me as if I weigh nothing as my legs wrap around him. 


“I’m yours, Colton,” I gasp, feeling the smooth roundness of 
his cock glancing against my aching mound. 


“Tell me you want it,” he demands. “Tell me you want this 
inside you, all of me.” 


My head is pumping in time with the thrusting of my hips 
against him. I can hardly get the words out but I need to tell 
him. 


“T want it,” I whimper. “I need it... give it to me, Colton.” 


I hear his low growl, my lip curling into a smile until I 
realize it’s a sound I’m making. A low, needful sound that’s 


filled with pleasure as I ease myself onto his thick hardness. 


Colton gasps, swearing then telling me how tight I am. I can 
only gasp as I feel the size of him as he enters me, slowly 
easing himself into me while holding me upright. The warm 
water cascading over us both as our sighs, groans and 
grunts echo off the tiled walls. 


I feel like this is something I’ve missed out on for too long, 
but I know it wouldn’t feel right with anyone but Colton 
either. 


Feeling my eyes widen as he keeps filling me, I’m amazed at 
how much of him there is, and greedily thrust down on all 
he has, taking all of him in one swift motion. 


He swears again, gripping me harder by the hip with one 
hand while his other grabs my rear end, squeezing it tight 
and spreading my cheeks with each thrust as he starts to 
pleasure me properly. 


“Mine,” he growls, his lip curling into the grin of a man 
who’s finally got what he wants and I can only reply by 
gripping him tighter inside me, rotating my hips as I grind 
down onto him. 


In no time, we’ve both found a new spot inside me. A place 
that takes everything to the next level instantly. 


I moan loudly, shuddering against him, suddenly feeling 
weakened by the intensity. Only because I know I’m its slave 
now. This feeling, I know I'll crave it until my last breath. 


“I want you to come for me, Jaydee... gonna... make 
you...come,” Colton vows, shifting his weight and putting 
both his hands under my rump, lifting me up and down onto 
his rock hardness so fast I don’t know which way is up. 


I’m totally lost in him, his magnificent body and the magic 
he has over mine with it. 


Almost as soon as he tells me, I can feel the familiar 
sensation of my climax rising inside me and Colton grows 
harder than ever as we both hold each other’s intense gaze 
firmly. 


“But not yet,” he says, commanding me again with his eyes 
and then his deep voice. 


“You'll come when you’re told. When I’m ready to put my 
seed in you, our children,” he says firmly, knotting his jaw 
and concentrating harder on delivering his exquisite gift 
deeper inside me. 


I nod feverishly, whimpering loudly as I feel each thrust of 
my thick body against his drawing out the countdown to the 
climax I’m struggling to hold back. 


I never knew anything could feel so good, so intense and so 
right between two people and I can see Colton feels the 
same way. 


Sensing how close I am after some time, Colton growls with 
satisfaction, demanding me to tell him how bad I want it. 


“Uh huh,” I sammer, breathless now. “Come in me Colton. I 
want it.” 


He whispers something in my ear as he holds me closer 
than ever, but I can’t hear him. The intense ringing in my 
ears finally pops and I feel my whole body tighten and 
shiver as the rush of climax consumes me. 


I jerk and twitch, clutching so hard at him I feel my nails 
digging into his back, making him growl louder and thrust a 
final time inside me as he fills me with his own release. 


The shared sensation is like nothing I could have imagined, 
and I see spots of light explode behind my closed eyes until 
I open them, seeing Colton’s burning stare as he shivers, 
gasping and shaking his head in disbelief. 


Neither of us are able to comprehend how something so 
intense is even possible, but totally amazed by it and so glad 
to share the experience. 


He doesn’t have to tell me anymore, he doesn’t have to 
remind me, but I don’t mind when he does, It’s etched on 
my heart, my soul. 


His name. I know I’m his. 
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I know I’m finally home. 


Everything I’ve spent my whole life wondering about, 
looking for. It’s right here with me now, smiling up at me 
with those deep blue eyes. 


She’s mine now, claimed good and properly, and even 
though she’s come once for me, we’ve both shared it. I 
know we both have plenty more where that came from. But 
I only want to tell her one thing. 


“T love you, Jaydee,” I tell her, my voice full of emotion. 
“T know we just met, but it’s like... it’s like...” I stammer. 


“Tt’s like we’ve both been waiting for each other,” she says, 
finishing exactly what I’m trying to say. 


I shut off the faucet, and keeping myself inside her, with her 
arms and legs wrapped around me as she hugs onto me, I 
walk us both to our bed. 


Sitting down on the edge of the bed, then letting myself lie 
backwards, she clings to me and we both gasp again, little 
ripples of our shared climax still pulsing through our 
bodies. 


“Colton?” she shivers, and I draw the covers up over us 
both. 


“T love you too,” she whispers, and we lay in silence. The 
pleasing weight of her on top of me feeling like the missing 
part of me I’ve been looking for my whole life. 


Running my hands slowly all over her, I squeeze, stroke and 
caress every inch of her for what feels like hours. Her soft 
little sounds, sighs and moans finally subside into a sleep I 
know she needs, but it only lightens my touch on her. I can’t 
bear the thought of letting her go, not even for a moment. 


With her hands curled up under her chin, and mine resting 
on her fine ass, we both slip into a deep sleep that feels like 
a gap in the dream we share. The dream that’s come true 
for both of us, now that we’re together. 


Her sweet mouth over mine wakes me up and I realize she’s 
been watching me sleep, just like I did with her in the 
hospital. 


“Hi,” she whispers, gnawing her lip and shifting herself, 
feeling my dick pressing harder against her as I flex it. 
She’s been enjoying it for some time in my sleep. 


“Hi,” I whisper back, running my hands up her sides and 
cupping her chest in my hands. Her gasping sigh makes me 
growl with pleasure as I feel hers growing. Her thick 
nipples under my fingers, teased to attention while the line 
of warmth from between her legs tells me she’s as glad to 
see me as I am to see and feel her again. 


Groaning with frustration, she lets herself off me and starts 
to get out of bed. 


“Where do you think you’re going?” I ask her in mock 
seriousness. 


“Little girl’s room, be right back,” she coos over her 
shoulder, and I sit up, resting on my elbow and shake my 
head again as I watch her perfect ass winking goodbye as 
she leaves our bedroom. 


Ours. 


Hearing the thought in my mind makes me smile and I sink 
back onto the pillows, beaming with satisfaction. 


“Ours,” I say out loud, finally making sense of why 
everything has happened the way it has my whole life, 
leading up to this moment. 


To us. 


But, my joy is short-lived. Seconds later, Jaydee comes 
skidding back into the room, naked still but covering her 
chest with her hands, panting. 


This makes me frown. 


“What is it?” I ask, sitting up fully, thinking maybe the 
friendly bathroom spider might have returned, or 
something else she’s found that she doesn’t like. 


“Outside,” she hisses, looking pale. Frightened. 


I growl defensively, and gripping the sheets with a fist, I 
toss them off me. In one movement I’m fully upright, tense 
and ready for anything. 


My eyes narrow in the semi-darkness, making me wonder 
how long we slept, I glance over to Jaydee, but she’s looking 
for something to cover herself with. 


This displeases me. I’m only just starting to enjoy her body 
and any interruption isn’t welcome. 


I’m suddenly aware of shapes passing across the windows 
as I step out of our bedroom. 


I’m sure I locked the gates. The sensors to the grounds 
should be on. 


“Stay here,” I demand, and close the bedroom door behind 
me. 


In the same instant I see flashes of white light from what I 
perceive as news cameras and photographers, the familiar 
stab of blue and red, along with a siren tells me I have the 
kind of company that probably requires pants. 


I hear my cell chime, then the house phone, and eventually 
the coded alarm starts to wail. 


Note to self: call the security company and find out what 
the hell went wrong. 


But first, I need pants, to make sure Jaydee is safe and 
then... unleash my fury on whoever thought they could 
trespass on our property. 


“Colton! What’s happening?” Jaydee asks, clutching at me 
as soon as I head for the door. 


I hug her close, stroking her hair and noticing she hasn’t 
found anything to wear, I let my hands slide over her some 
more. 


I can’t help it. Even in a crisis she’s all I can think about. 


“Its the media,” I groan. “Somehow, they got on the 
grounds. I’m gonna go sort it out. Stay here, okay? Don’t 
come out and don’t show your face,” I order her again. 


I have some experience with the media, but nothing 
prepares me for what Jaydee thinks I mean by what I just 
told her. 


“Is it because you don’t want to be seen with me? Because 
I’m not one of your bikini clad beach girls?” she says 
hurriedly, her lower lip trembling. 


Her statement is way off, right from left field, I have to 
double-check I even heard her right. 


“No!” I say loudly, angrily. 


Jesus Christ, how did my dream turn into a nightmare so 
fast? 


“Baby, Illl be right back,” I tell her. “I don’t want you being 
exposed to this because you’ve had enough to deal with in 
one day, that’s all.” 


There’s a pounding on the door. A loud, law enforcement 
type of pounding. 


“Jaydee?” I ask her, lowering my voice and holding my arm 
out to her, grateful when she rushes into it and I can shield 
her with my body. 


“T’m sorry,” she whispers. “I’m just so scared.” 


“Well, don’t be. I’m here and TIl take care of all this, you’ll 
see,” I tell her and giving her one more firm look, she nods 
in understanding and I fasten a robe on and make my way 
to the door, switching off that damned beeping alarm which 
is so loud it hurts my ears. 


I swing the front door open, one of my fists ready to meet 
the first thing I see. But I’m seriously outnumbered. 


There’s at least twenty reporters and cameras, all thrusting 
microphones towards me and blinding me in their glare, 


many of them only switching on their lights as soon as I 
open the door. 


But closer to me, right up front are two cops who don’t look 
pleased to see me and a face that makes me freeze on the 
spot. 


A face that cancels out everything for an instant, even while 
I’m spun around and handcuffed in my own house. 


Noah Beckett. 


I know in an instant that it’s not just him, my childhood 
friend turned nemesis from the boy’s home I grew up in. 


But he’s also Jaydee’s dad. 
Just as I suspected. 
“That’s him!” he cries loud enough for the media to hear. 


“ He’s the one who kidnapped my daughter!” 
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I know Colton told me to stay in here, but if I do, it’ll only 
make things worse. 


I find another robe and fastening it tight, I take a deep 
breath and swing the door open. 


The front door’s been closed, and Colton’s back is the only 
thing I see towering over two men in suits until my dad 
suddenly appears in front of me, flushed and sweaty. 


“Its alright sweetie!” he says excitedly. “I’m here now, PI 
take you home.” 


I look at him icily, my eyes narrowing as I connect the dots. 


“What did you do, daddy?” I ask him, my own voice getting 
low, almost growling. 


I put my hands up as he tries to hug me, pushing him away. 


“Honey, I was so worried. The hospital called me at work, 
the doctors told me what happened. Who’s gonna pay for all 


this?” 
I try and stay calm, but feel my anger seething inside me. 


“What. Did. You. Do?” I shout, and a cop’s head pokes 
around a doorway before darting back again. 


“Colton Smith is not the man you think, Jaydee. I’m not 
entirely convinced he brought you here to... why are you 
wearing a bathrobe?” he asks, his face dropping, going 
pale. 


“Did he? He didn’t?” he asks, looking at me horrified. 


I take a deep breath in. “I’m twenty dad, not five. Whatever 
you’ve done here, I'll never forgive you for it. No! just leave 
me alone!” 


He tries to grab hold of me, but I slip past him, trying to get 
to Colton, but a wall of cops appears in the doorway. 


“I want to see Colton,” I try to say calmly, and a friendly 
looking female in a suit appears. 


Good cop. 


“Jaydee? I’m Mary Constance, I’m with the police 
department. Can we have a word?” 


I try to stammer an answer, but it looks like she’s made her 
mind up for me. 


Before I know it I’m in the back of a car, with my dad on one 
side and Mary what’s-her-face on the other. I can only 
shake my head, ashamed, embarrassed and mad as hell. 


I’ve known Colton less than a day, but I feel some relief 
inside. I know, sure as hell, that he won’t stand for any of 
this, and everyone involved is going to pay for the mistakes 
they’re making. 


For some obscure reason, I’m taken back home and sat 
down at the kitchen table while Mary and another woman, 
who’s waiting there start to ask me all kinds of dumb 
questions. 


In two minutes, it’s clear that they’ve made a huge mistake. 
“You’re twenty?” one asks and I nod. 


“And you willingly went with Mr. Smith, to his house?” I nod 
again. 


“Colton. Mr. Smith, paid my hospital bill and I discharged 
myself from the hospital,” I tell them, matter of fact. 


Because it’s the truth. 
“Whatever anybody else said, or implied...” I say. 


Two sets of eyes narrow on my dad’s. I can’t even look at 
him right now. 


Both women excuse themselves, and before they leave, I 
hear them both tearing strips off my dad and letting him 
know he’ll be hearing from them both again, and their 
department. Real soon. 


Once they’re gone, I feel hot tears on my cheeks, but I’m 
determined not to let my dad see me cry about this. 


His complete betrayal of my trust, my feelings and most of 
all, my friend. 


Colton! 


I shiver at the thought of him being set up like this, the 
suggestion that he’d even... 


Sensing my dad leaning against the doorway, I keep my 
head down. 


“You feel mad as hell now, Jaydee. But I know you'll thank 
me for it someday,” he says, almost boasting. 


“Do you realize what you’ve done? How much trouble 
you’re in?” I ask, still not able to even lift my head to look at 
him. 


He gives a dry laugh, almost a smug sounding cough. 


“I know exactly what I’m doing, Jaydee. And I'll say it again, 
if you knew the man, if you really knew that man.” 


“But I do know him!” I shout, standing up, unable to bear 
the mention of Colton in such a negative, fake light. 


“You’re the one who doesn’t get it,” I have a million things I 
want to say. I want to leave, I want to go back to Colton, I 
want to scratch my dad’s eyes out, but for some reason all I 
can do is croak a dry, cracked sound that eventually morphs 
into a deep wailing cry. 


I race to my room and throw myself face down on my bed, 
crying like a little girl, feeling more hopeless than ever. 


Not having anyone, wondering what it might be like. It’s 
nothing compared to the pain of knowing that the man you 
love is being framed, and in this case, I’m worried Colton 
will think it’s me that’s knowingly been used as the bait. 


After the worst of my tears subside, I lay still, sniffing 
Colton’s robe that I’m still wearing and smile at the memory 
of him. Smile at his scent. 


I almost laugh out loud, thinking how much worse off 
everyone involved will be, until I remember it’s my dad. 


Our house, his job. 


There’s no way he can keep any of this once Colton defends 
himself legally, and wins. 


Colton will sue the ass off all of them. 
But I stop myself. 
I don’t really know that. 


Maybe dad’s right? He does seem pretty sure of himself, 
about what he’s set in motion, even though it’s a complete 
lie. 


I sit up suddenly, my tears gone but my throat is more sore 
than ever. 


I nearly died and then I really did go to heaven. I not only 
found the man I love, but the man I know I want to spend 
the rest of my life with. 


And I don’t even have his phone number. 


I groan out loud, punching and then throwing my pillow at 
my door. 


My dad’s right, I am mad as hell, but I plan to be standing 
right next to Colton when the truth comes out, which will be 
anytime soon I hope. 


It must. 


Hang on Colton, just hang on! 
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It takes all I have not to add assault to the ridiculous, 
baseless accusations these clowns have invaded our home 
with. 


But, I know the truth. Jaydee sure knows I haven’t done 
anything wrong. Doesn’t she? 


It’s only a matter of time. 


And my time is pretty soon. A phone call after about a half 
an hour and some murmured, whispered voices amongst 
themselves. A few calls to speak with each other in private, 
and then I hear the cuffs click open. 


After I promise to be calm. 


A room full of very pale, very sorry and very apologetic law 
enforcement officials, who tell me that the commissioner 
himself will be calling me directly. 


Any moment. 


“There’s been a terrible misunderstanding, Mr. Smith. We 
were just following procedure.” 


“An honest mistake.” 
“T was only thinking of my own daughter, Sir.” 


Each one of them has an excuse, and I guess they’re right. 
But I make sure and give each of them my own look. A 
knowing look that I won’t let this go. 


I’ll clear my name easily enough, that’s already done. But 
the damage to my reputation by the media? And Jaydee? 


I vow to make them all pay. I’ll sue each and every one of 
them. Not for the money’s sake. But for putting Jaydee 
through this, for even making her doubt me for one second. 


And I know exactly who’s behind it all. 
Noah Fucking Beckett. 


But, he must’ve had help? This is too big for him. He’d 
never be able to pull all this off alone. 


I file it all away, but ready to be retrieved at short notice. 


I will have my revenge, but it won’t be for the reasons 
they’ll think. 


“Oh,” I say, suddenly remembering. 


“There’s a section of the railing on the pier that’s missing. 
It’s how Jaydee fell in the water today, right before I saved 
her life,” I add, and two uniforms assure me they'll get right 
on it, relieved at an excuse to dash from the room, which 
suddenly feels much more like my home again. 


My castle. 


Our home. 


Jaydee! 


“Where is she?” I growl. Louder once I see all those eyes 
looking down. 


Someone murmurs her address, which I retain at the front 
of my mind. 


“Thank you,” I say aloud, much calmer. 


It’s the not knowing where she was that bothered me. Not 
being able to just reach out and touch her like I could, even 
just a few minutes ago. 


I realize now just how deep I’m in with Jaydee, but how 
much we both need each other. 


Like not being able to use my arms or legs, I feel like a part 
of me’s missing. Without her here with me. 


I vowed to protect her, to keep her safe and close to me. 
Here I am, less than twelve hours later and I don’t even 
know how to reach her. 


“We wouldn’t recommend you contact her, or her father 
right now, Mr. Smith,” somebody says, making me look up. 


Making me stand up. 


“Do any of you have a reason or warrant? To either be here 
in my home or to continue being here?” I ask, my voice 
dropping to a near whisper, but my eyes blazing with anger. 


My cell chimes as the room clears, detectives, cops and 
what I can only guess are media clowns, scampering to get 
out of our house as quickly as they can. 


Glancing at the caller ID, my lip curls slightly. 


It’s Mark Bannon, my lawyer. 
I pick up and ask him to hold for a moment. 


“Td like some police assistance,” I announce in a loud, firm 
voice to the few stragglers, who turn and look at me 
strangely. 


“I have a complex security system. Which was breached 
tonight, and at a glance, there are at least twenty 
trespassers on my property,” I snarl, letting my eyes travel 
to the growing throng of reporters, lights and now the 
sounds of helicopters outside. 


“We'll take care of it, Mr. Smith. Again, we’re very sorry for 
this embarrassing intrusion.” 


I turn my back on all of them, closing my eyes for a second, 
only able to see Jaydee in the water from the moment I 
grabbed hold of her. 


I thought I’d lost her then and it feels like I’ve lost her again 
now. 


“Mark,” I hear myself say in a deep and commanding tone. 
“Tell me what I can do, tonight, to make these pricks pay.” 


Mark Bannon’s the original trustee of my adoptive 
Grandfather’s estate. He’s also a retired political figure 
with more contacts than a downtown electrical 
switchboard. 


“Easy, Colton. I know you’re mad,” he starts, and gives me 
the room I need to vent. 


“Mad doesn’t even scratch the surface, Mark. These 
people... that man. I was set up, manipulated and then set 
upon without any evidence. Accused of what? Nobody even 
said anything, they didn’t have to. He’s trying to ruin me by 


the mere suggestion. What did that bastard do, I wonder? 
Who’s really behind this?” 


I feel the phone creaking in my hand, which tightens so 
much as I start to make a pair of fists again, I’m forced to 
relax a little before I break it. 


“Tve got some people on it, Colton. From what we know so 
far it was Noah Beckett. A friend of his, whom you may have 
heard of, someone else from that boy’s home. They tipped 
off the media and the police with some story about you 
snatching his daughter, a real set-up, like you Say.” 


I hear myself growling, listing a ton of names in my mind. 
All the boys I grew up with, every one of them with a reason 
to want revenge. 


“The good news,” Mark starts, but I’m too wound up. 
“What good news?” I spit out. 


“The libel subpoenas are being drafted, and we just need to 
put a few more names on the damages and civil cases 
against anyone who even looked at you today before we can 
proceed. We’ll win and you'll get more than your current 
estate’s worth, I can see to that. The ex-commissioner is 
gonna help us out.” 


It’s a start, but it doesn’t, it hasn’t brought Jaydee back. 


“T want Jaydee,” I tell him flatly. “I know where she is but I 
can’t just rush down there and take her back now, can I?” 


At Mark’s suggestion, he gets me her number after I supply 
the address. 


“Useless,” I tell him, remembering she already said her 
phone was in the car, and there’s no phone connected to 
the house. 


“TIl make sure she gets a message, Colton. Hey! It’s me 
you’re working with here, give me some credit.” 


I cough a dry laugh but I can’t smile. 


I should never have let her out of my sights, not even for 
one second. Dammit! 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
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I can hear my dad talking on his phone. 
Low murmurs. 


There were a few reporters outside, some lights and I think 
I heard a news chopper at one point, but I suddenly notice 
how quiet everything gets. 


Peering out through my bedroom curtains, I don’t see 
anyone in the front yard or even on the street. I don’t hear 
a chopper anymore either. 


It’s like they all just vanished as quickly as they appeared. 


Pressing my ear to my door, I can only hear my dad 
between my own emotional sniffs. 


My breath is shuddering just like when I was with Colton, 
but for a very different reason. 


What a difference a few hours makes. 


In a snap, I decide I’m leaving. 


I belong with him, not here. My place is by his side, no 
matter what comes next. 


I get together a bag, clothes mainly, and a few things I know 
I can’t do without. Like the spare key to my car then I open 
my door, heading straight for the front door. 


Which is locked. 

Bolted and deadlocked from the inside. 
My house keys? 

In my car, along with my phone. 


My dad’s hung up and is waiting in the doorway to the 
kitchen, creasing a frown. 


“Jaydee, let’s talk,” he says firmly, and I try the door just 
one last time, as if it might open by magic. 


“Dad, I don’t know what you’ve done or what you think 
you’re doing but I’m an adult now and I’d like to leave this 
house. You have to open the door now,” I say quietly but 
firmly, realizing how weak I feel, not able to muster the 
same rage I felt not so long ago. 


“Just hear me out, Jaydee. I’ll open the door, no problems. I 
only wanted to keep those reporters out, they’re really 
pushy!” he exclaims, laughing for a second before he gets 
serious again. 


“Please?” he asks, sounding so far from threatening, almost 
hurt that I yield and tossing my bag by the door, I slouch 
onto a stool in the kitchen. 


“First up,” he says, reaching out for me but pulling his hand 
back when he sees me recoil. “I was worried as hell when 
the hospital finally reached me at work. Once they found 
out who you were. By the time I got down there, you’d 


already left. All hell had broken loose, some major accident 
or something. People everywhere...” 


“T’m just so glad you’re safe, Jaydee. That you’re alright,” he 
murmurs absently. 


I remember the hospital, and it only makes me think of 
Colton. How he pleasured me in my hospital bed. 


A wry smile plays on my lips, the memory so clear, so 
intense that I almost forget where I am for a moment. But 
dad clears his throat, determined to continue with his story. 


“Anyway. Once I heard it was him that took you, I lost it,” he 
says, his voice growing harder, lower and meaner. 


“You think you know Colton Smith, Jaydee? No you don’t,” 
he scoffs, and starts to pace the kitchen, gnawing at his 
thumbnail as his eye twitches. The nervous, agitated tic I’ve 
only seen when dad’s at his wit’s end. 


Hearing Colton’s name used like this, it doesn’t mean 
anything to me. 


I do know Colton, more than anyone. He’s the missing part 
of me, he’s my whole life now. 


Anything dad, or anyone else has to say against him is just 
rubbish. I don’t even need to tell myself that, I know it. 


“You know I was an orphan,” Dad says, matter of fact. “Well, 
Colton was too, so we all were, all the boys from the St. 
Benedict’s home for boys.” 


He pauses, looking at me as if his words should have an 
effect, and I shrug. 


“So,” I hear myself say calmly. “If you’re about to tell me a 
horror story about Colton, save your breath. Colton saved 
my life, dad,” I tell him, my voice quaking with emotion. 


“You’re the one who’s holding me here now, against my 
wishes. You’re the one who contacted the police, the press 
about something that just isn’t true. Am I right?” I ask him, 
hearing my voice growing louder. 


“Am I right?” I shout at him, making him jump. 
“No, Jaydee,” he says softly. “You’re not right. 


“Just hear me out, then you can decide if you want to stay 
or go. lIl unlock the door now if you want, but just listen to 
me, will you?” He places a key in the middle of the table. 


I roll my eyes and sigh impatiently, eyeing the door. 
It’s my dad. I’ll hear him out, but after this I’m gone. 
I’ve made up my mind where I belong now. 


I think dad picks up on this, he knows he’s gone too far but 
whatever his reasons he keeps talking. 


“There were six of us in the boy’s home growing up. It was 
pretty clear we would be difficult to foster, let alone get 
adopted fully. We were all boys, and troublesome at that.” 


“But!” he says suddenly, with passion in his voice. “We 
promised each other that we’d stick together, no matter 
what. Even if we got fostered out or adopted, we made a 
pledge. An oath. 


“Colton Smith wasn’t the man you see today back then. He 
was the runt of the litter if ever there was one. We didn’t 
really want to include him in our little gang, but it was clear, 
by our own intentions that he needed us more than we 
needed him. We figured if our pledge would stand to help 
any of us in the home, it would help Colton most.” 


I open my mouth, but decide against saying anything. Once 
dad’s on a roll, I know better than to interrupt him. 


“That was all fine until the day Mr. Smith Senior came 
along. He was an old man back then, making nice with the 
staff, speaking with us individually and it became known 
that he was actually the money behind the boy’s home.” 


Dad goes quiet, like he’s struck a raw nerve within himself 
with his own memories. 


“Mr. Smith, wealthy businessman, millionaire and Christ 
knows what else... well.. he went and adopted Colton, 
practically on the spot.” 


I try to imagine Colton as a little boy, a runt of the litter. I 
just can’t, but pledge to ask him myself, and soon. I eye the 
key again that dad’s left out on the table. 


“T’ve really heard enough, Dad,” tell him, getting up to 
leave. 


“You’re trying to ruin a man’s life because of some ‘oath’ 
you claim he made when he was a little boy? That’s 
horrible... you’re horrible,” I tell him, surprising myself with 
my bluntness. My coldness towards my own father. 


“A promise is a promise, Jaydee! And us boys, we knew, 
back then as much as we do now that a man’s word is 
everything. Like I promised your mom, before she left. I 
promised to take care of you, and I have given you 
everything.” 


I feel a stab of guilt, but I’m more surprised that my dad 
really feels this way. It’s like I’m seeing him in a new light 
for the first time. 


I’ve changed, and I know Colton’s helped me to do that. 
I’m a woman now. 


His eyes narrow on some invisible point in the room. A place 
far off and in the past. In his own mind. 


“We swore to look out for one another, and once Colton got 
settled in his new life. His easy life. He forgot about us as 
quickly as the sun sets on a cold day. But we didn’t. I sure 
didn’t.” 


“So once you found out where he was, who he was, you 
decided to try and ruin his life?” I ask, not wanting to 
believe he could really be that kind of person. 


Dad nods his head slowly. “Only when I heard he’d taken 
you, my only child from the hospital. That he’d taken you 
into... that place he calls a house. I knew he was doing it to 
rub it in, to add insult to injury, for all of us.” 


I feel my head shaking. “No. No dad, you’ve got it all wrong! 
Have you even spoken to Colton lately, since you were 
kids?” I ask, not believing what I’m hearing. 


“I know what makes a man, Jaydee. It’s set in stone from 
when he’s a boy. And Colton Smith ditched us back then, 
and he’s trying to destroy us now and it's working! See? 
He’s even turned my own daughter against me.” 


He moves over towards me again, tears in his eyes as he 
tries to hug me but I only lean in to take the key from the 
table. 


Unlocking the front door and not looking back, I grab my 
back and walk out. 


About half way down the road, a cab stops, asking me if I 
need a ride. 


“Sure,” I tell the driver. “Can you take me to the pier? My 
car’s there. I can pay you once I get my purse.” 


I’m going to find Colton, and I’m going to help him clear his 
name. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
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The commissioner of the police, the deputy mayor. The head 
of several newspapers, they all call me within moments of 
me getting off the phone with my own lawyer. 


All a huge misunderstanding, all begging forgiveness. All 
promising to take no further action, the news, the papers... 
no story will run. 


Can I please accept their apology? 


There’s talk of pressing formal charges against Noah 
Beckett. Falsely reporting to police, wasting police time, 
blah. Blah. Blah. But the damage is done in my mind. 


I decide not to offer anything as concrete as accepting 
anything, not just yet. 


I decide to let them all sweat it out, until I decide. Until we 
decide what’s best. 


I want what’s mine first. I want Jaydee back, but even the 
law and my lawyer cautioned me against going to Jaydee’s 
house. 


But that doesn’t stop me, she’s mine and I need her by my 
side. Her old life, whatever life she had living with that man 
who tells her he’s a good father? 


That’s finished, I can feel it. 


Noah Beckett and a half dozen other names, most of them 
as old as me and faded from memory. 


After my adoptive Grandpa turned up that day, my life was 
different. 


I didn’t need a boy’s home and I didn’t need a handful of 
kids promising me the world, when they themselves had 
nothing. 


I had something I’d never had before, a family. Certainty 
and real promises. A man who delivered on everything he 
told me he would. 


I owe my current life and circumstances to the man who 
picked me up when nobody else would, to the man who 
adopted me and taught me how to be my own man. Nobody 
else. 


Least of all, Noah Beckett and his buddies. 


As quickly as it all comes at me, it’s gone. There’s a hell ofa 
mess on the lawn, trampled bushes and what looks like a 
busted security system, but I’m suddenly alone again. 


Alone and wondering where Jaydee is right his second. She 
needs to be with me. 


Where are you? 


I close my eyes, thinking where she’d most likely be. The 
thought of her staying with her dad? Not likely once she 
finds out he's the real reason behind this attempt at a 
scandal, an attempt to ruin my reputation. 


I curl my fingertips, imagining them clutching her hips, 
sliding down around her and pulling her close to me. 


In a second I’ve raced back to the bedroom, slipped on 
some clothes, grabbed my keys and headed out. 


The gate can wait, but I lock the house up and take one of 
the cars from the garage. I head to the only place I can 
think of that she’d go. The place I’d go if I was her. 


The pier. 


It’s a warm night, and there’s plenty of people out. More 
than there was during the day, but not as busy as a Friday 
or Saturday night. 


I find a parking spot, but have to huff it some way back 
towards the pier. I walk along the beach which I’ve always 
loved at night but tonight especially I realize quite how 
many other people do too. 


It kind of ruins it, but I’m really only looking for Jaydee. 


I’m almost jogging to the pier, right down to the spot where 
I saved her. I figure if I just get myself there, she’ll be there 
too and we can carry on where we left off. 


But she’s not there. 


There’s a group of kids where I imagined she would be. I 
groan internally once I remind myself they’re about 
Jaydee’s age. 


You know you're getting older when everyone under twenty 
five is a ‘kid.’ 


About a dozen or so, guys and girls nearby. They’re setting 
up what looks like a bonfire and have coolers stocked with 
plenty of booze and I even notice some open bags with 
fireworks. 


I’m off duty as a lifeguard, and if it hadn’t been for this 
night so far, I’d definitely say something. But tonight? I 
couldn’t care less what they do now, as long as they don’t 
bother me or... 


Where are you, Jaydee? 


“Hey! Wanna join us?” one of the girls calls out, squeezing 
her bikini covered chest together and making a show of it 
while she leans over offering me a beer. Her girlfriend is 
doing the same, and then I recognize both of them from 
earlier in the day. 


“Uh, no thanks,” I tell them dryly. “No fires on the beach 
either,” I remind them, walking past and hearing them 
make fun of me for being such a spoilsport. 


I want to look back, to make my point. Out of habit I even 
consider calling someone... the cops? 


Uh. No thanks. I’m done with that. Done with life-saving 
too, I figure. My future contributions will be financial only. 


I look at the pier and I feel better at least, noticing the gap 
in the railing has a barrier across it. Probably marked for 
repair first thing. 


At least nobody else can fall through it now. 


Her name is the next thing on my mind, always floating to 
the surface now, no matter what else is happening. 


And turning from the view of the pier, I put my hands out 
instinctively when I see somebody suddenly in front of me. 


I hear her gasp and then my own low sound of recognition, 
even before my hands feel her smooth skin against mine 
telling me what I knew I’d find if I came down to the pier. 


We don’t say a word, only kiss. 


I kiss her like she’s water and I’m a man dying of thirst. I 
need her like nothing else right now, and having her back in 
my arms gives me such an intense feeling I’m speechless 
anyway. 


Her hands and lips are urgent too, getting as much of me as 
I’m trying to get of her. It’s as though the whole beach 
disappears for a time, and not until a passerby murmurs for 
us to ‘get a room’ that I realize where we are. 


That I’m holding my woman, tight as I dare against me. My 
thick hardness pressed into her belly and her purrs of relief 
and satisfaction ringing in my ears. 


“I knew you'd be here,” she whispers, kissing me again 
between trying to speak. “I thought I’d lost you again,” I 
reply, winded by my emotions. 


“Me?” she asks, shifting my hands up to her chest for me, 
needing no encouragement to give them a squeeze and 
making her moan softly. “I told you. I’m yours now, Colton. 
You'll have to try harder than that to get rid of me.” 


I’m glad to hear her say it, but I have to remind her. Remind 
myself for the second time today. “I’m never letting you out 
of my sight, y’ hear?” 


I slip my hands around her waist, hers gliding around my 
neck and we just stand there, holding each other on the 
beach. Our eyes locked with the rising moon shining light in 
her eyes, reflected from the rising tide. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
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“I thought you might be joining the Barbie twins over 
there,” I tease him, but I can tell it’s the furthest thing from 
his mind as he pulls me in closer. 


“I want you, Jaydee, nobody and nothing else right now,” he 
assures me, making me feel more special than I already do 
as I become aware of the glances we’re getting from the 
growing party around their smoldering fire. 


It’s nothing compared to the fire that’s been lit between 
Colton and me though. 


I don’t want to break this feeling, our moment. But I'm kind 
of dying to know Colton’s side of things. I need to know 
what the hell actually happened tonight, too. My dad’s 
reasoning seems cracked. 


“What happened, Colton?” I ask him, noting the pained look 
in his eyes, the change in his expression. 


“They’re fixing the pier,” he observes changing the topic 
before taking a shallow breath. 


“Wanna take a walk?” he asks. 


“Long as it’s not on that damned pier,” I murmur and I take 
the hand he offers in mine, leaning into him as his other 
arms clutches my waist as we walk together in the soft 
darkness, away from all the other people on the beach. 


I have a ton of questions, but I get the strong feeling Colton 
just wants to walk for a while with me, and we do in silence 
for some time before he gathers his thoughts. 


“I’m adopted. I think I already mentioned that... and once I 
heard your surname, I thought it must just be coincidence. 
Lots of people are orphaned, for tons of reasons. Lots of ‘em 
named Beckett too, so I told myself.” 


I can see Colton’s pained by what he’s trying to say, and I 
want to tell him what my dad told me, that I know it was all 
a set up that wasn’t very well planned. That it was just my 
dad trying to prevent him from losing the one thing he 
never had, family. 


But I let Colton tell his story in his own time. 


“A lot of people only want to bring you down when you have 
something they don’t,” he says, and I know he means 
money. 


I’m just as guilty as anyone, thinking it would be a thing 
between us, that Colton could never love me because I was 
from a family that has nothing by comparison. 


“Back in the day, we were just little kids. Scared and 
confused a lot of the time. Wanting that something we 
didn’t even know anything about. A family, with a mom and 
dad to look out for us, to make us complete as people.” 


We stop walking, and I turn to face him, wanting to kiss him 
to let him know I understand, that none of it matters, that 


my dad’s issues are his own, that I love Colton Smith more 
than anything else. 


“We made this promise... to each other,” he continues. 
“Even though we were just kids, it meant something. Meant 
a lot to me at the time. I was the runt nobody wanted. And I 
guess it meant a lot more to those other boys than I gave 
them credit for even all these years later, even now that 
they’re full grown men, most likely with their own families,” 
he says thoughtfully. 


“T’ve given it some thought, Jaydee. And even though what 
your dad did, and whoever else helped him, by calling the 
press on me like that and making out I did something 
terrible. I can see he only did it because he thought maybe 
I’d forgotten that pledge we made. To look out for each 
other, all through our lives, no matter what.” 


“T can’t forgive him for it,” I say firmly, and I mean it. 


“And I won't,” I add. “What he did, it’s not just 
embarrassing... it’s just plain stupid.” 


“Yeah, it was,” Colton says, looking out over the water. “But, 
I’ve heard from the press, TV and police, nothing will come 
of it. They won’t even run the story. Not even the part about 
how I pulled you from the water. I made sure they keep my 
business and yours just that, our business.” 


I feel a sigh of relief leave me. I was terrified with all those 
lights and cameras, people everywhere. I know I wouldn’t 
cope with another round of that. 


“And what about my dad?” I ask, confused. “I thought you’d 
be so mad you’d sue them all, ruin them.” 


He chuckles softly to himself, squeezing me tenderly. 


“That’s exactly what I did want to do, I even had the lawyer 
get started on it.” 


“But?” I ask him gently. 


“But, I realized, just now when I turned and found you here, 
right in my arms. I realized that the only thing your dad’s 
afraid of is the same thing I was... that I’d lose you. That so 
soon after thinking I had you all to myself that I’d lose you 
all over again and I know my life wouldn’t be worth 
anything without you in it, Jaydee. Not a damned thing.” 


“What are you going to do?” I ask him, asking myself really. 
“TIl be honest, Colton. I don’t feel like forgiving my dad 
right now. It’s the most terrible, hurtful thing anyone’s ever 
done. After all you did to save me too.” 


“Right now, Jaydee. All I want is you,” he says in a low voice, 
sending a shiver up my spine as he presses himself hard 
against me. 


He’s so warm, hard and just what I need right now. Like a 
man made of rock. A real man who wants me for me, 
regardless of anything else. 


“There’s some dunes over there,” he growls, and leans in, 
biting my neck gently. 

“Did you lead me down here just to ravish me behind those 
dunes?” I ask, feigning innocence. 


“You bet your sweet ass I did,” he murmurs, and grabs two 
handfuls of me rear end, kneading me as he kisses me 
deeply and I feel myself melting right into him as if we 
never stopped what we started back at his place. 


Our place. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
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Jaydee proves to me once again that she like things in a lot 
of different ways. 


I thought she’d be shy about me taking her outdoors, but 
the dunes are secluded enough and it’s a beautiful night. 
The perfect summer so far. 


“It’s getting cold,” I notice, once I’ve satisfied her for the 
third time today, lying down next to her in the sand I 
gradually become aware of the sea breeze carrying some 
cooler air. 


“T could stay here forever,” she murmurs, nuzzling in closer 
to me. 


She almost did, earlier on today. 


I think to myself, the sounds of the crashing waves, closer 
now that the tide’s in makes me realize how different the 
past twenty-four hours could have panned out. 


“Shall we go home?” I ask her, and she groans the groan of 
someone who’s perfectly comfortable but knows they really 


have to get up. 


“I guess so,” she says, and I promise her more of the same 
once we get home. 


“TIl run you a bath,” I promise her. “rll make sure it’s not 
too deep either.” 


“Tf I can stay awake that long,” she chuckles. 
“Where are you parked?” I ask her. 


“Miles away,” she replies, groaning again, but I sit up and 
after a few attempts, manage to get her motivated enough 
to get dressed and we both stand up, ready to leave. 


“Before or after the pier from here?” 
“Before,” she says, which settles it. 


“Then we'll take your car, mine really is miles away, Ill pick 
it up tomorrow.” 


Hand in hand, taking our time to get back to her car, we 
both notice the group of party-goers by the pier. Their fire’s 
low, smoky and all the booze is gone. 


We’re a Safe distance but I can see two familiar faces 
nearby, on all fours in the sand as we approach the 
boardwalk. One holding the others hair back as she barfs 
into some low bushes near a trash can. 


The not so sick looking Barbie gives me a disbelieving look 
as I hook my arm around Jaydee, kissing her cheek and 
proud to let the whole world know she’s mine now. 


All mine. 


Squeezing myself into her hatchback isn’t so glamorous, 
but it’s not far to go, and with a few short cut directions, 
we’re back home in a few minutes. 


The gate is open and I hear Jaydee groan again at the same 
time I notice another car parked right out front. 


“Its my dad,” she murmurs, sighing bitterly, but I put my 
hand over hers. 


“Its alright, Jaydee. I’m not gonna start anything. Not 
anymore,” I tell her, and I mean it. 


I’ve had a long day and I just want to have a bath and go to 
bed with my woman. 


Everything and anything else can wait until the morning. 


I hadn’t seen Noah Beckett until earlier tonight. He looks 
smaller now, even compared to just a few hours ago. He’s 
swaying a little by the front door and calls out to us as soon 
as I open the car door. 


“TIl tell him to leave,” Jaydee murmurs. 


I feel bad for her now, this guy’s been drinking by the looks 
and making a bad situation worse for himself, and for 
Jaydee. 


And he’s here uninvited for the second time today. 


I swallow my mood, determined not to have a repeat of 
what happened earlier. I’m too tired to deal with other 
people’s bullshit right now, but Jaydee’s right. 


He has to go. 


“What are you doing here, Dad?” Jaydee asks him, getting 
close to him while I hang back, sighing quietly and looking 
up at the sky, reminding myself it’s almost over. 


Almost. 


Maybe I should crush this guy. All of those assholes from the 
boy’s home? Before they came up with their shitty pact to 


look out for each other, it was they who spent most of their 
time beating up on me. 


He mutters something to Jaydee, but seems to want me 
instead of her. I notice the light blue envelope in his hand, 
flapping as he waves it in front of himself. It looks like a 
legal envelope. 


“Your lawyer didn’t waste any time, Colton,” he says in a 
thick voice. Tipsy but not drunk. He’s mad but what did he 
expect. 


“TIl ask you once more before calling the cops, for Jaydee’s 
sake, Noah. Leave. Now. It’s my house and you’re not 
welcome.” 


Jaydee makes a sound and I feel bad for not managing to 
keep my mouth shut after all, but seriously. How much more 
does this guy want to try it on before things get more 
serious? 


“Just go home, daddy. We’ll call you a cab. Just... please, just 
go.” 


“Pm not going home without my daughter,” he snarls, 
taking a few more steps towards me. 


“This is gonna end badly Noah, for you I mean. I won’t ask 
you twice. Leave,” I tell him, my anger starting to well up 
inside me and I can see at a glance that even Jaydee isn’t 
rushing to stop me from doing anything my way. 


“We took a pledge,” he groans. “An oath, Colton, 
remember?” 


“We were seven years old,” I growl. He trips on his shoe 
and staggers towards me, hands out that turn to fists and 
he tries to swing at me. 


Hearing Jaydee gasp, calling out for me not to hurt him, I 
catch him by the collar with both hands. 


“You think I forgot my roots, that it?” I hiss at him, my face 
an inch from his. 


“Who do you think paid for St. Benedictine’s to stay open, 
huh? Who do you think paid for you and your damned 
buddies to go to school... college... even though you 
dropped out? Who do you think arranged all that, plus the 
dozen other foundations Mr Smith’s money manages? 
Huh?” I snarl louder, fighting the urge to grab his throat 
with both hands. 


“Colton,” Jaydee cautions me, stepping closer, not able to 
hear me. 


“Who do you think saved Jaydee’s life today? Pulled her 
from the bottom of the bay and breathed her back into 
existence. Don’t come to my house crying shit about honor 
and pledges Noah. You wouldn’t know honor if it was 
staring you in the face, clearly you don’t.” 


I let go of him, pushing him out of my way as I make my way 
to my front door. Jaydee looks torn for a moment, but only 
stops long enough to make sure he’s alright before she joins 
me, taking my hand in hers and making me sigh with relief. 


“I want you, Jaydee. And TIl put up with a lot from other 
people, but I won’t be called a dishonorable man, not in my 
own home,” I tell her. 


“I just didn’t want to lose her,” Noah slurs, staggering 
closer. “You’ve got it all, Colton. Always did after you were 
the one who got adopted. But the rest of us? We were stuck 
in that home for another eleven years before we got out, 
before we had a chance to get a life of our own. She’s the 
only family I have, and I won’t let you take her from me.” 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


J aydee 


“Jaydee. You’ve known this man not even one full day. Yes, 
he saved your life and I owe him that, I’ll always owe him 
that,” Dad says, his voice shaking with emotion now. He’s 
been shocked sober. 


“But don’t just toss me aside like I’m nothing... I’m... I’m 
your father. The best I could be. It’s all I ever tried to do. 
Everything was for you,” he stammers, finally losing control 
and breaking down in tears. 


Colton lets my hand go, and knowing I'll go to my father, he 
lets me go, but only long enough to hug my dad before he 
steps over to both of us. 


I feel for my dad, I really do. But what he did, how he’s 
acting now. 


“How could you though?” I have to ask him. 


“You want to judge me, judge Colton after one day, but you, 
you and whoever else conspired to try and ruin him. Lying 


to the police, to the media. All for what?” But he only looks 
at the ground in front of him. 


“You have tried your best, dad. I’ll give you that much, but 
you showed me the real man today, the real you underneath 
all that.” 


He shakes his head and opens his mouth, but the words 
don’t come. 


I feel Colton behind me, supporting me no matter what I 
decide to think or how I decide to feel about everything. 


“PI let everything slide, Noah. I’ll have the charges 
dropped. Oh yes there will be charges. They obviously 
haven’t spelt that out for you yet. But I’m willing to set it all 
aside,” Colton tells him. 


“If?” My dad sneers, suddenly looking up, filled with 
suspicion, but his face softens when his eyes meet mine. 


“If you'll stop acting so crazy and let me ask your daughter 
to marry me. I was going to do it when we got home but 
you’re here, making a nuisance of yourself all over again.” 


I can’t believe my ears, but my legs feel weak and I barely 
notice Colton’s firm hands holding me up as he tells us both 
again, a little louder. 


“T want Jaydee to be my wife, Noah. I’m going to make her 
my wife, whether you like it or not, but I’m giving you the 
chance to be a real man and do the right thing for once.” 


I turn to face him, speechless. 


“Just say yes, darling,” he says, shrugging a little and I feel 
my head shaking, which brings a worried look to his eyes 
until he realizes I’m shaking my head in disbelief. 


“I only want you to be happy, Jaydee. And I can only 
guarantee that if you’ll say yes. I can only live content 
knowing we can have every day for the rest of our days like 
we’ve had today, minus all the drama with your father, of 
course,” he reminds me and my dad. 


I glance over at dad, who surprises us both by having a grin 
on his face. His eyes bright with the realization that he can 
get to have a piece of what Colton has after all. 


“You mean? You’d take Jaydee as your wife... and I’d be?” 


“You bet,” Colton says, sounding relieved that dad’s finally 
catching on. 


“You could be dad to us both. We can both have the family 
we only ever dreamed of, how ‘bout it? Not that I need your 
permission,” he adds quickly. 


“And I never said you had it!” Dad protests even louder, 
making me step between the pair of them. 


“Just say yes, daddy,” I demand, and his head nods 
automatically at my suggestion. 


“And what do you say?” Colton asks, turning me to face him, 
and bringing my face closer to his. 


“T would have said yes as soon as you laid eyes on me,” I tell 
him honestly. 


“So that’s a yes then? You'll marry me?” he asks, making 
double sure. 


“With my whole heart, with all my soul, yes!” 


Colton takes both my hands, and I hear the thud of my dad 
fainting as he kisses me deeply, right in front of him. 


Claiming me for the second time in one day, but this time 
making it permanent and for all time. 


“T love you, Jaydee,” he whispers in my ear. 
“And I love you, Colton.” 

Mrs. Colton Smith. 

I think I can get used to that. 


He turned my world upside down the first time I saw him, 
then he saved my life and finished the perfect day by 
promising me the rest of that life with him. 


With us together as a family. 
Forever. 


My hero. 


EPILOGUE 


SIX MONTHS LATER 


( olton 


“T know you never got to flex your real legal muscle with all 
those civil cases, Mark. And I did say sorry about not 
wanting to sue the entire police department.” 


Mark Bannon stifles a yawn, and frowns as he notices the 
time on his Rolex and starts to gather up his papers. 


“To be continued,” he promises, shuffling all the files that 
the ink’s dried on while the others finish off drying as he 
packs everything neatly into his briefcase. Capping the lid 
of his custom fountain pen last of all, signaling to me the 
end of another quarter’s ‘work’ at managing my adoptive 
Grandfather’s trust. 


“Tm just leaving,” Mark sighs loudly, noting Jaydee glancing 
in the doorway. 


I’ve asked her not to parade around the house, sexy as sin 
like that when I’m trying to concentrate, plus I don’t like 
anyone else seeing her in just a robe with not much on 
underneath. It gets me all defensive, not to mention hard as 


hell. Not the best mood for when I’m dealing with the 
lawyer. 


Normally Jaydee just waits for me in our bedroom if I have 
business at night, but I’ve noticed the past few days, past 
few weeks, she’s been a little tense. 


I walk Mark to the door, trying to focus on what he’s saying, 
but it’s been a long day for both of us and a longer evening 
still, going over the legal updates and requirements for a 
dozen foundations. 


“T’ll leave the accounting and tax side of things to you, 
Mark,” I tell him cheerfully. Grateful when I can finally close 
the door, pausing for a moment after I hear his car leave, 
relishing the silence before I start to make my way to our 
bedroom. 


Scratching my side and yawning out loud myself, I’m 
surprised to see Jaydee at her desk, working on uploading 
her photographs for the day. 


“I thought you were doing that tomorrow?” I ask, almost 
disappointed at the thought she’ll be working for a few 
more hours yet. 


I asked her after we married, what it was she really wanted 
to do. Reminding her she didn’t have to do anything if she 
didn’t want to. 


We could’ve hired help to do the day to day stuff, and she 
could’ve lived out her days as I’d intended, barefoot and 
pregnant. But it hasn’t worked out that way just yet. 


“Well... You got to have such a good time with Mark,” she 
muses. “I figured I may as well do some work as well.” 


“On a Saturday?” I ask her, looking over her shoulder at a 
spread on Japanese gardens. 


“Yup,” she says absently, gnawing at her pen and deciding 
which image suits the header best. 


I thought I was using my contacts to help her get some 
work at a magazine. One of those home and garden, slash 
travel periodicals that are more online nowadays than a 
physical magazine. 


But once the editors saw her work, they forgot all about me 
and my connection to them. They only wanted to deal with 
Jaydee directly, and now, she’s one of the most sought after 
contributing photographic editors for a couple of 
publications with a ton of readers worldwide. 


“You okay, baby?” I ask her, noting her mood which is 
studious but also a little distant. 


“Yeah, fine,” she chimes cheerfully. I notice her eyes dart 
back to her screen after they’ve followed me to the bed. 


“What is it?” I ask her, smiling. Knowing she’s got 
something on her mind. Telling myself I can wait to please 
her. If it’s not right now, or in an hour’s time there’s always 
tomorrow morning. 


She likes to start the day that way sometimes, and I’m 
always ready to oblige my queen. 


I sit up in bed, pretending to read until Jaydee’s humming 
starts. 


She always hums when she has a secret or something she’s 
thinking about intensely. 


“What is it?” I ask her, trying my best not to sound as 
desperate as I feel. Dying to know what’s bugging her, even 
though I know she’s not upset. 


I don’t like surprises, unless I’m delivering them and 
something tells me she’s got one brewing. 


I do the mental checklist: Anniversary? No. 
Birthday? Nope. Upcoming award ceremony? Nah. 


After a few more minutes, I can’t stand it, and tossing my 
book aside, I sigh loudly. 


“Out with it,” I demand. “Otherwise you know I won’t 
sleep... and you know what I want to do all night when I 
can’t sleep,” I warn her, feeling my lip curl in a smile and 
my pajamas shift at the front just from thinking about it. 


“Its nothing,” she says dreamily, looking around and poking 
her tongue out before focusing back on her work. 


“T was just thinking,” she adds, dragging it out, making me 
sweat for it. 


“Yeeeeessss,” I say patiently. 
“TIl probably have to stop work for a while.” 


I groan to myself. “Because it’s late?” I ask her, checking 
the time again and lifting the covers to make a space for 
her next to me. 


“I mean, I will probably have to stop work... once the baby 
comes,” she adds casually, turning in her seat to see the 
effect of her words. 


I feel my jaw drop, and my mouth trying to smile, laugh and 
speak all at once. 


In a second I’ve leapt out of bed and rushed over to her, 
lifting her out of her chair as she squeals. I’m jumping up 
and down holding her like a baby myself, showering her 
with kisses until I realize the precious cargo she’s carrying 
and I freeze on the spot. 


“No more excitement,” I order, wincing at my own over 
enthusiastic response. 


“You'll have to get plenty of bed rest,” I observe, sliding her 
into bed and drawing up the covers over her, patting her 
belly gently. 


“Does that mean we can’t...?” I ask her, sounding worried 
until she shakes her head. 


“We can. And we will,” she assures me. 


I’m a complete mess at the news, but in the best way. 
Jaydee lets me carry on like an old woman for a few more 
minutes before she gets herself out of bed, and puts me 
back in it. 


“I feel feverish,” I tell her, clutching the sheets and 
groaning, then suddenly laughing with excitement, 
grabbing hold of her and kissing her again. 


“I feel.. I’m really gonna be a daddy?” I ask her loudly, and 
she looks concerned, putting her hand to my forehead 
telling me I’m burning up, but she agrees though. 


“Yes, you’re going to be a real live dad and I’m gonna be a 
mommy.” 


And she bursts into tears. 


They’re tears of joy, for us both and I’ve never been 
prouder, happier and more frightened in my whole life. 


The first of many. 
Finally! A real family of my own. 


I love you Jaydee, you're just perfect. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


ONE YEAR LATER 


J aydee 


“It’s too big.” I tell him, but his smiling face hovering over 
me is trying to convince me otherwise. 


“You said you liked it,” he reminds me. “You said you loved 
it because it was so big,” he croons. 


I smile, then glance at him sidelong. Colton’s always 
reminding me about what I’ve said, what I want, sometimes 
weeks or months after the fact. 


“That was before we had Jemma, who’ll be walking soon 
enough, I might add... and now a little brother or sister on 
the way? I just think it’s too big, I don’t care what I said!” I 
say firmly, putting my foot down. 


Colton sighs, sitting on the edge of the bed, peeking over 
the bassinet at Jemma, who could sleep through an 
earthquake, until it’s time for us to get some sleep. 


“T just thought moving into the main house would be more 
practical,” Colton says, sounding calm and reasonable. A 
plan he’s worked out since marrying me. If he plays the 


diplomat, the calm voice of reason for long enough, I'll go 
along with anything he suggests. 


But not the house. 
It’s freakin’ huge. 


“You said so yourself, it’s like camping inside a museum,” I 
protest. 


Colton looks up from the bassinet, his eyes grow wide and 
they scan my body, making him growl that low sound he 
makes whenever he wants to... 


“Oh no you don’t!” I warn him, holding up my finger and 
tying a double knot in my robe’s cord. 


“Don’t try and get your own way doing that. I’m serious, 
Colton. I’m not ready to move into the main house... it’s 
too... big.” 


I finally gasp. He’s stood up, letting his own robe fall open 
and reminded me where babies come from. How they’re 
made, and how Colton Smith really is a man who knows 
what he wants and he’s prepared to do anything to get it. 


“Just give it some thought, baby,” he coos. “No pressure, I 
just thought, with all these babies on the way we'll need 
more room. Sooner. Or. Later.” 


I moan as his kisses travel up my arm with each word, then 
he leads my hand to rest on his thick manhood ever at the 
ready to please me. 


“Jemma’s fast asleep,” he reasons in the same, cool voice. 
Deep, soothing. Logical. 


I’m already laying back on the bed, tugging at the stupid 
knot I tied which won’t come undone. 


But no matter, Colton’s head goes right under the robe, and 
I move my legs wide apart, shuddering suddenly and 
clutching at the sheets as he starts to work his magic. 


That thing he does best when he’s not driving me crazy. 
When he’s driving me crazy. In a different way. 


Holding his head just where I want him, under my robe, I 
gasp and writhe some more, inhaling loudly as I wonder 
just what I did to deserve such a wonderful man. 


His own low groans of pleasure tell me he’s thinking the 
same thing. I know, because I’ve asked him a hundred times 
and he tells me the truth every single time I do. 


“It’s you, Jaydee. You just drive me wild. I feel like I’m 
nineteen again. Like we’re both gonna live forever and this 
is heaven.” 


Sometimes it works out. 
Tonight, Jemma decides no. 
Not yet. 


Her stuttering cry becomes a steady wail, and Colton frees 
himself from under my robe in a split second, making a 
beeline for Jemma after fixing his own robe to make himself 
decent. 


“Hold that thought, honey,” he orders with a wink, and I 
shudder a breath out, sitting up and straightening my hair 
and robe, smiling when I see my man holding our little girl 
so proudly, bringing her over to me and settling her down in 
between us on the pillows he rearranges. 


“See?” I tell him. 


“Its better here, just keeping her nice and close. No big 
rooms or huge corridors. Cozy, just how I like it. How she 


likes it.” 


And she does like it. Jemma’s only happy once she knows 
she's the center of attention, preferably having disrupted 
mommy and daddy’s special time, but only long enough for 
her to have her feed and go back to sleep again. 


For now, she’s content to lay in between us both, looking up 
and bubbling and gurgling, reaching out her tiny fingers to 
us both. Colton kissing each of them in turn before his lips 
press against mine. 


“See what we made?” he asks, his eyes full of wonder and 
love for us both. 


“We can stay here, honey. We don’t have to move into the 
big house, whichever you want is fine with me. As long as I 
have you, Jemma and mystery contestant number three in 
there. I’m happiest wherever we’re all together,” he tells 
me. 


And I know he’s not just saying it. 


“You alright?” he asks, noticing my eyes, silver rimmed with 
tears. 


“Pm alright,” I tell him. “It’s just what you do to me Colton, 
Jemma... what you both do to me. It’s the greatest feeling in 
the world and I love you both for it.” 


Thank you Colton. 
Jemma. 
And baby inside makes three. 


Our perfect family and me. 
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